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PUBLISHER’S NOTE 


It is with a deep sense of self-fulfilment that we 
place in the hands of the readers this book, A Short 
Life of Swami Vishadananda. One is hard put to explain 
why it took such a long time — more than fifteen years 
after the mahasamadhi of the Swami — to publish it. 
Enough to say, one constraint or another stood in the 
way until at last God now willed to bless our endeavour 
with success. 

The whole credit for collecting the material for 
the book should go to Sri. S.IC. Prakash, a close disciple 
of the Swami. Taking the initiative in the matter, he 
invited me to join him in visiting the birthplace of the 
Swami and meeting the Swami’s surviving relatives and 
friends for authentic information about his pre - 
monastic life. However, the incidents recorded in the 
book are based for the most part also on the Swami’s 
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conversations with his devotees and disciples at different 
times and in different contexts. Yet, we are sadly aware 
that in chronology we could achieve only approximation 
in place of accuracy. 

Another area of defect is that the narrative shows 
but glimpses of the Swami’s spiritual insights and 
experiences, an inadequacy perhaps common to all 
hagiographies. However, it is hoped that the 
Reminiscences forming the second part of the book -will 
give the readers a true measure of the Swami’s spiritual 
personality. Like several pencils of light, they converge 
on that central point of significance. 

Primarily, this book is a humble turu-puja offered 
at the holy feet of the Swami by his devotees and 
disciples. But it is more, in so far as it brings into focus 
the pure life of an ideal ascetic steeped in Ramakrishna- 
conciousness. To several souls, both sincere seekers 
and wayward youth, he had shown the path to the 
divinity of Sri Ramakrishna. We will consider our effort 
more than amply rewarded if many more, reading this 
book, were to derive similar inspiration from the God- 
centred life of the Swami. 

For several obvious compulsions, we had to 
exclude a selection of the Swami’s letters to his disciples 
containing instructions on sadhana, which would have 
(kP) 
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enhanced the usefulness of the book. So also with regard 
to his lectures and conversations, the songs he had 
composed and the magazine articles published in Tulasee 
- Sugandham. As it is, we place on record our gratitude to 
all those who have helped us with their fascinating 
Reminiscences. We are deeply indebted to Prof. G. 
Balakrishnan Nair, well-known scholar and teacher of 
Vedanta for his excellent foreword which adorns this 
book We are equally thankful to those others who offered 
financial help to us as also to D.C. Offset Printers, 
Kottayam, for their service in producing the book in 
good time and in such a beautiful form. 

Prayerfully we place this book at the holy feet 
of Sri Gurumaharaj. 


Swami Kaivalyananda. 



Publisher 


Sree Ramakrishna Ashrama, 
Kayamkulam., 

4th August 2001. 
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FOREWORD 


When my good friend, A, requested me on behalf 
of Swami Kaivalyananda, the publisher of A Short Life 
Of Swami Vishadananda to introduce the book to the 
English reading public, I gladly accepted it without a 
moment’s hesitation. For, I had the good fortune to meet 
Swami Vishadananda on more than one occasion and 
know him at close quarters. Even at this distance of more 
than 30 years, I can recall his serene face, his words of 
welcome, his affable nature and quiet dignity. I can 
remember also how, on one occasion, the usually soft- 
spoken Swami came down heavily on the temple religion 
in which sadhana found no place in daily life. The Swami’s 
real intention was to highlight the spiritual grandeur and 
divinity of Sri Ramakrishna. 

The Swami went on to explain how Sri 
Ramakrishna began his sadhana from the bottom of idol 
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worship. But he went on to realise the highest state of 
samadhi in which all plurality came to be dissolved in the 
oneness of Brahman or God or Divinity. Sri 
Ramakrishna, the supreme incarnation of God came into 
our midst to teach us that to realise our true nature of 
divinity was our highest destiny and duty. That was the 
real Swami Vishadananda whom I had seen and known, 
the Swami full of Sri Ramakrishna from beginning to end. 
And it is the magnificent portrait of that Swami 
Vishadananda with the spiritual culture inherent in him 
that this book has succeeded in unveiling in all its glory. 

The many incidents in his life from his seeing a 
photograph of Sri Ramakrishna, his meeting Mahatma 
Gandhi and Sri Narayana Guru, to his throwing up his 
Engineer’s job and family ties as well as the many traits 
in his character such as his love for hard work and honest 
dealings, his sense of renunciation and service etc. might 
appear as purely accidental and unrelated to his future 
life. But, they were sure indications of how God was 
preparing him for the noble role of a member of the 
Ramakrishna Order of Sanyasins. And what a worthy 
instrument the Swami proved himself to be in the hands 
of Sri Ramakrishna! 

The Swami was the foremost disciple of Swami 
Nirmalanandaji Maharaj (Tulasi Maharaj), an apostle of 
Sri Ramakrishna and second only to the world renowned 
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Swami Vivekananda in spreading his Master’s message. 
It was Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj who awakened 
Kerala with the life - giving teachings of Sri Ramakrishna. 
Among his disciples it was given only to Swami 
Vishadananda to serve his guru for 10 long years as his 
personal attendant and secretary. The book admirably 
brings out how the Swami was profoundly centred in his 
Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj and in his God, Sri 
Ramakrishna. 

The building of the Swami Nirmalanada Temple, 
the publishing of Swami Nirmalananda : His Life and 
Teachings as well as the religious monthly, Tulasee- 
Sugandham , the founding of Sri Sarada Ashrama etc, are 
some of his enviable achievements at the organization 
level. These, no doubt, are the living examples of his 
devotion and dedication to his guru. But for more 
significant and of lasting benefit was his inner life of purity 
and penance. His was a life divinised by Ramakrishna- 
consciousness which attracted several genuine seekers of 
spirituality to him. This aspect of the Swami ’s God - 
centred life is brought into focus by the excellent 
Reminiscences of the Swami written by some of his intimate 
devotees and disciples. 

It is true that no description or recital adequately 
measures the heights and depths of the personality of a 
spiritual hero. Yet the Reminiscences contained in the 2 nd 
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part of the book provides a fascinating study of the 
spiritual stature of the Swami. It is my belief that sadhakas 
and devotees will read and re-read these reminiscences 
with delight for their intimate personal touch. The book, 
written in an enjoyable style, will surely be a welcome 
addition to the hagiographies in the English language. I 
find the work not only readable but worth reading. And 
it is with the hope and prayer that a large number of 
earnest souls will make use of and benefit by it that I 
commend this well-written and attractively got-up book 
to the English-reading public. 


Prof. G.Balakrishnan Nair 


‘ Sivaravindatri , 
Palkulangara, 
Trivandrum - 695 024 



Bhagavan Sri Ramakrishna 



Holy Mother Sri Sarada Devi 




Swami Vivekananda 





Swami Nirmalananda 


Swami Vishadananda 
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Sri Ramakrishna Sevashrama 
Kozhikkode, Kerala - 673 001 
Tel: 0495-325345 


20 - 2-2001 


Mahajarto yena gatah sa pantfjah 
Vaksheenamivdkase Jale Varicharasya ca 
Yathd gatirna vijneya tat ha jndnavatam gatih 


“Imperceptible and untraceable is the path trod- 
den by the Wise like that of the birds in the sky and the 
fish in water”, says Veda-Vyasa. It is true that men of 
wisdom, having reached the state of self-fulfilment, have 
nothing more to attain. But those who succeed them gain 
very little from them. This is sadly true of most of our 
forerunners. If only the path pursued by them were to 
be known, their successors could have derived immense 
benefit. Their efforts then would be made considerably 
easy. A Christian saint has said that great men will do 
well to leave behind them a record of their experiences 
for the sake of the others following them. Most of the 
Hindu saints appear to show an indifferent attitude to 
this aspect of their spiritual life. 
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Swami Vishadanandaji, the protagonist of the life 
story narrated in this small book, was a noble soul who 
had dedicated his life for seeking God. His was an utterly 
simple life steeped in austerity and penance, a worthy 
model for spiritual aspirants to emulate. All those who 
have contributed their share in the publication of this 
book deserve handsome compliments. 


I wish the book generous welcome among the 
readers. 

Yours in the Lord, 




Swami Siddhinathananda 
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Sri Ramakrishna Ashrama 
Puranattukara.P.O. - 680 551 


Thrissur Dist, Kerala. 
Tel: 0487-211719 


Email: srkmtsr@md5.vsnl.net. in 
sriramakrishnamath@vsnl.com 


19 - 02-2001 


My dear brother, 

Namaskaram. 

Your kind letter to hand. It gives me great joy to 
learn that the Ramakrishna Ashrama, Kayamkulam is 
going to publish a Short Life of the late Revered Swami 
Vishadanandaji Maharaj. 

A large number of devotees was inspired by the 
Swamiji to lead a spiritual life. A few of them have taken 
to monastic life and are doing excellent service to the 
people, spreading education and spiritual knowledge. 

Let us hope that the life story of the Swamiji will 
be a source of continued inspiration to many in the future 
too. 

I wish the noble endeavour all success. 

Ever yours in the Lord, 



Swami Sakrananda 
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Sri Ramakrishna Ashrama 

PlJRANATTUKARA.P.O. - 680 551 
Thrissur Dist, Kerala. 
Tel: 0487-211719 
Email: srkmtsr@md5.vsnl.net. in 
sriramakrishnamath@vsnl.com 


19 th February, 2001 


Dear Kaivalyanandaji, 


I am glad to know that a Short Life of Swami 
Vishadanandaji Maharaj is going to be published. He 
was really a great soul and many people had benefitted 
by his contact and advice. I also had the good fortune to 
sit near him and attend his talks. 

Spirituality is the only hope to get peace of mind. 
I hope this book will help in spreading spirituality among 
the people. So, all devotees will welcome it. I wish all 
success for the publication. 

With love and best wishes, 


Yours in the Lord, 




Swami Mridananda 
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Sri Ramakrishna Advaita Ashrama 
Kalady. P.O. - 683 574, Ernakulam Dist. Kerala 

Tel :0484-462345; Email : srka.adv@eth.net 


20 . 02.2001 


My dear Swami Kaivalyanandaji, 

It is good to hear that a Short Life of Swami 
Vishadanandaji is to be brought out by his disciples and 
devotees. He lived with us till recently and he was an 
authentic and enlightened spiritual teacher. To hear him 
speak a few words was really an elevating experience. 
Intimate friends and disciples who were in conversation 
with him will always remember Swamiji’s greatness as a 
true Ramakrishnaite. 

I appreciate the attempt of publishing the book 
for the benefit of future seekers of Truth. 

With love and namaskaram. 

Yours affectionately. 


6 

Swami Ganananda 
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Swami Vishadananda (1905 - 1985) was one of 
the foremost monastic disciples of Swami 
Nirmalananda (Tulasi Maharaj). He was the President 
of the Sri Ramakrishna Niranjan Ashrama, Ottapalam 
for nearly half a century from 1942 to his passing away 
in 1985. As the secretary of the Swami Nirmalananda 
Temple committee, he was mainly instrumental in 
building the beautiful temple consecrated to the worship 
of the great Swamiji who gave up his all in spiritually 
awakening Kerala with the message of his gnat master , 
Sri Ramakrishna. He was equally successful in 
accomplishing the daunting task of publishing the book, 
Swami Nirmalananda: His Ufe and Teachings. He was the 
founder and chief editor of Tulasee Sugandham, the 
monthly journal in Malayalam devoted to spreading 
Vedanta in the light of the life and teachings of 
Ramakrishna - Vivekananda. Author of several books 
in English and Malayalam, the Swami had composed 
many devotional songs which have found favour with 
bhajan groups to this day. 

( 27 ) 
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Swami Vishadananda was wholly devoted to Sri 
Ramakrishna, his God and to Swami Nirmalananda, his 
guru who were the soul of all his being. During the 
centenary of Holy Mother Sri Sarada Devi, the Swami 
founded the Sarada Ashrama, Ottapalam which was the 
first of its kind in modern times. He gave mantra-deeksha 
to a large number of earnest seekers and sanyasa-deeksha 
to a chosen few, some of whom were women. He 
moulded their life by instilling in their hearts true 
devotion to Sri Ramakrishna by his own exemplary life. 
Simple to the point of being austere, his life could well 
be a model for all seekers of spirituality. 


EARLY LIFE 

Swami Vishadananda’s pre - monastic name was 
Raghavan Pillai. He was the third son of Govindan P illar 
and Kutty Amma of Malakkara near Aranmula in 
Central Travancore. Aranmula is famous for its 
Parthasarathy Temple. The colourful boat race is 
associated with its annual festival; so also the ceremonial 
procession in which the deity of the temple is taken 
out in a gaily - decorated boat. The child, Raghavan 
was born on the tenth of December 1905. He had two 
elder brothers and two younger sisters. His boyhood 
was free from wants as his father was a village officer 
with a good income. 

However, the family had to face a serious 
financial crisis soon enough. The head of the family 
( 28 ) 
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was Raghavan’s father who was a lover of pomp and 
show. By his lavish and wasteful spending of money on 
expensive ritual worship of the ancestral snake gods, he 
brought the family to near bankruptcy. Whereupon, he 
left his job and family and went away to Kaasi to lead the 
life of a monk. This was a sad blow to Raghavan’s family, 
to his mother in particular. But his grandmother, ably 
assisted by his uncle, promptly took up the responsibility 
of managing the household. Shortly afterwards, 
Raghavan lost his mother too which left him an orphan 
in a large joint family. 

“MY ALL-IN-ALL” 

A significant incident took place in his life when 
he was ten or so. On a visit to his aunt’s house, he 
chanced to see the picture of a holy man, pasted on the 
door of the house. The saint was sitting cross-legged 
with his eyes half-closed as in meditation. But what 
charmed the boy was the divine smile that lit up the 
holy man’s face. He stood looking at the smiling face 
for a long time. Unknown to himself, he felt a strange 
power drawing him towards the saint. He began to' think 
aloud: “This man is my father and my mother; He is 
my guru and God. He is my own, indeed my all-in- 
all”. How very true!. For the rest of his life, he had the 
image of the saint -with the captivating smile enshrined 
in his heart. It was the beginning of a strong personal 
relationship with the smiling god-man whose name he 
( 29 ) 
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neither knew nor cared to know at that time. But it was a 
never-to-be-forgotten image which he had kept in his 
heart as the most cherished treasure throughout his life 
and carried even beyond the grave. 

‘SURVEYOR - ‘SWAMP 

Completing his High School studies, Raghavan 
joined a survey school for a three - year course in Civil 
Engineering. Passing the engineering examination with 
distinction, he secured the coveted job of a Government 
Surveyor. He found service in small towns like Palai 
where he proved himself to be at once efficient and 
popular. In those days, the decision of the government 
surveyor was the last word in any land dispute. No 
wonder then, that government surveyors as a class were 
notorious for their dishonest and corrupt practices. But 
young Raghavan was a shining exception to this general 
rule. Wherever he was posted, he earned a name for 
hard work, orderliness, justice and fair-play. His senior 
colleagues, superiors and the general public alike were 
all praise for his service-mindedness and honest 
dealings. For this very reason, he used to be lovingly 
called ‘surveyor-swami’! His efficiency and dedication 
did not go unrecognised, for in a very short time, he 
was promoted to the rank of a Sub-Engineer. 

Raghavan, was a loving playmate to his many 
cousins. To his friends and neighbours, he was a helpful 
friend. In helping the poor and the needy or in 
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supporting a noble cause, he was very generous with his 
money. His relations recall the instance of his donating 
the whole of his first month’s pay to the local prayer hall 
fund. Indrawn by nature, he loved a life of simplicity. 
One full meal a day was all that he needed, a practice he 
followed throughout his life. As an admirer of Gandhiji 
and following his teachings, Raghavan Pillai began to cook 
his simple food himself. In all things he was self-reliant 
which helped him to lead an austere, ascetic life. 


MEETING GANDHIJI AND 
SREE NARAYANA GURU 
One day, Raghavan Pillai learnt that Gandhiji 
was to visit Kerala to participate in the Vaikom 
Satyagraha. He at once decided to take part in it, hardly 
bothered about the risk involved in a government 
servant participating in an anti-government campaign. 
All that mattered to him was that the cause was just. 
Soon, assisted by his good friend, P.R.Kochukunhu, he 
was busy collecting funds, organising volunteers and 
awakening the rural people by singing patriotic songs. 
His whole-hearted efforts were more than rewarded, 
for he could gather enough men and materials for the 
noble cause. 

Raghavan Pillai was thrilled to learn that he was 
chosen as the volunteer captain with the additional duty 
of personally attending on Gandhiji. Every day, he could 
be with the Mahatma, see him, speak to him and serve 
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him food!. He could not have asked for more. After 
fulfilling his long cherished desire of serving Gandhiji, 
Raghavan Pillai returned to resume duty as if nothing 
unusual had happened. In fact, nothing unusual did 
happen, for there was no disciplinary action taken 
against him. Such was the high regard every one had 
shown to him. 

An even greater good future was awaiting 
Raghavan Pillai. It was to meet and get the blessings of 
Sree Narayana Guru, the saint of modern Kerala. His 
simple and frank prayer as he fell at the feet of the guru 
was, “Bless me so that I can see God!” The guru was 
immensely pleased to hear this rather unusual prayer 
from the young engineer. It was instinct with child-like 
faith and genuine longing for God. Placing both his 
hands on the bowed head of the young seeker of God, 
Sree Narayana Guru blessed him with these words, “you 
will realise God in this very life”. 


RAMAKRISHNA MISSION 

It was early in 1927 that Raghavan Pillai came 
to know of the Ramakrishna Mission. Let us hear him 
speak of his first contact with the Mission and its 
aftermath: 

One day, as I was standing at a bus stop in 
Haripad, I saw a W^a»-procession with a decorated 
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photo earned in front of it moving towards where I was 
standing. Someone standing near me said that the 
processionists were devotees of the local Ramakrishna 
Ashrama and that the decorated photo was that of Sree 
Ramakrishna Paramahamsa. As the procession moved 
near enough for me to have a close look at the photo, 
lo and behold!, there was the sudden flash of 
recognition of the same smiling saint whose picture I 
had seen on the door of my aunt’s house years ago. I 
was overjoyed to realise that the smiling saint whom I 
had chosen as my ideal and all-in-all in life was Sree 
Ramakrishna Paramahamsa. I was in a state of drunken 
delight when one of the processionists carrying a 
collection box approached us at the bus stop. All that I 
could do then was to put into the box all the money 
that I had carried in my pocket. That was my first 
offering to my chosen ideal, Sree Ramakrishna. I wonder 
whether I have ever offered anything else to him - except 
myself !” 


“Soon I learnt that Sree Ramakrishna was the 
guru of the world - renowned Swami Vivekananda. I 
also learnt that Swami Nirmalananda, another monastic 
disciple of Sree Ramakrishna and the founder of the 
many Ramakrishna ashramas in Kerala was to visit 
Haripad in a month’s time. Unbounded was my joy when 
I further learnt that the Swamiji would permit sincere 
seekers of God to become brahmacharins and sanyasins in 
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the ashrama. At once I decided to become an inmate of 
the ashrama and dedicate my life at the holy feet of Swami 
Nirmalanandaji Maharaj. Promptly I resigned my job and 
reached the ashrama at Haripad. But I learnt that the 
Swamiji was to stay at the Niranjan Ashrama, Ottapalam 
for two or three weeks before he would start for Haripad. 
I was in a state of dreadful hurry which perhaps amused 
the inmates of the ashrama no end; but not wanting to 
lose any time, I decided to meet the Swamiji at Ottapalam 
and become an inmate of the ashrama there”. 

THE JOURNEY BEGINS 

“W e were a group of three youngsters who had 
decided to renounce all family ties in order to become 
monks of the Ramakrishna order. Accordingly, we gave 
up everything except a little money for travel expenses. 
This too we threw into the Periyar river while crossing 
it, for we thought that it was unbecoming of the monks- 
to-be to carry any money! That left us with no choice 
other than making the rest of the journey on foot and 
begging food to avoid starvation. By the time we reached 
Angamali at the end of a ten-mile walk, we were quite 
tired and hungry. The only option open to us was to 
beg food at the very first door. The house belonged to 
a Christian couple who appeared to be kind-hearted 
and friendly. The bemused couple made earnest enquiries 
about us, three young, healthy, handsome fellows begging 
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I food at their door-step! They gathered enough 
information from us to confirm their suspicion that we 
were run-aways from home in order to become monks. 
We hardly knew anything of their good intentions - 
informing our relations and detaining us with the offer 
of food till they reached the house and rescued us from 
our foolish adventure”! 

“An unduly long wait, and still no sign of any 
food. To our entreaties, the response from the lady of 
the house was that food would be served the moment 
he returned from the telegraph office. Telegraph office! 
We sensed the danger at once and bolted out through 
the open door and began to run like hunted hares till 
we were out of breath and utterly tired. Thereafter, we 
gave up even begging food, but kept ourselves alive by 
drinking water from rivers and streams. The journey 
was truly hard, long and wearisome. It was on the third 
afternoon at about tea-time that we stepped on to the 
portico of the ashrama at Ottapalam, swollen-footed, 
hungry and utterly tired”. 

“Total strangers as we were, we were warmly 
invited for tea and snacks which were quite welcome to 
us at that time. After tea, we joined the inmates of the 
ashrama in their work of watering the mango saplings 
planted in the compound. It seemed odd to us that one 
of the inmates was reciting Sanskrit slokas while working. 

@ 


His name was Krishnan Nambiathiri who later came to 
be known as Swami Agamananda of Kalady. It was 
almost dusk when we stopped work and the three of us 
were dead tired. After the arati and bhajan, we were 
served dinner, our first full and hearty meal in four days! 
It was only then that Swami Sukhananda, President of 
the ashrama, thought it fit to make enquiries about our 
whereabouts”. 

“We spoke to the Swami of our desire to join 
the ashrama and hoped that his response would be 
favourable. Instead, it shocked and saddened us beyond 
words. These are bad times’, he began, ‘what with 
thieves moving about in all sorts of guises. As a rule, 
we do not let strangers stay in the ashrama at night. 
However, if you can spend the night somewhere in one 
of the Nambudiri houses nearby and meet me 
tomorrow, I shall be happy to discuss the matter with 
you . Indignant at the Swami’s words, my friends 
stormed out of the ashrama on their journey back 
home. I too got out of the place, deeply hurt at the 
rebuff from the Swami. But for me, there was no 
question of returning home. In fact, I was more 
determined than ever before to become a sanyasin , come 
calm, come storm.” 

“I began to argue with myself that the Swami’s 
attitude towards us, perfect strangers, was both natural 
and justifiable. We had no right to expect any red-carpet 
welcome from him. Nor would we be worthy candidates 
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for sanyas a if we were to accept defeat so early and so 
easily.” 

“With thoughts such as these and with renewed 
determination, I walked towards Bharatappu^ha, the holy 
river that flowed to the west of the ashrama. Spending 
the night on its sands, I woke up the next morning 
early enough to have bath and my clothes washed. I 
spread the clothes on the sand for drying and waited 
for the daybreak, for it was still dark. Then, I saw 
someone with a lighted lantern moving towards me. As 
he came quite close to me, I was able to recogonise 
him - Swami Sukhananda, the President of the ashrama! 
Surprised to see me there in that condition, he asked me 
what I was doing there. I told him everything and showed 
him the spot where I had slept the previous night. At 
this, his whole attitude changed and he began to shed 
tears of pity and sympathy for me. I was quite astonished 
to find that his heart was purer than a child’s and softer 
than the softest flower. The Swami then gladly took me 
to the ashrama and made me its new inmate. That was 
the end of one journey and the beginning of another”. 


MEETING TULASI MAHARAJ 


Swami Sukhananda promptly wrote to Swami 
Nirmalanandaji who was then in Bangalore about 
Raghavan Pillai, the young engineer who wanted to join 
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the Order. Swami Nirmalanandaji wrote back asking the 
Swami first to get the plan and drawings of the ashrama 
building extension prepared by the engineer - inmate and 
then send him those papers to the Swamiji to Bangalore. 
The young novice prepared the plan and sketches for the 
construction of the second level of the ashrama building 
in good time. He was then sent to Bangalore to show the 
papers to the Swamiji for his approval. 

The thought that he would soon meet one of 
the seventeen monastic disciples of Sree Ramakrishna 
and the beloved brother - disciple of the great Swami 
Vivekananda sent waves of joy through his body. He 
felt that it was for that moment of taking the dust of 
his holy feet that he was waiting for all his life. It seemed 
such a significant milestone in his life that he felt it well 
worth going through all the troubles in the world to 
reach. The day that he had darshan - sparshan - sambhashcm 
(seeing, touching and speaking) of the Swamiji was a 
red - letter day, the high - water mark in his life. 

In all probability, this was early in 1927. Within 
one year, the young engineer - novice was blessed by 
Tulasi Maharaj with mantra- deeksha and brahmacharya- 
deeksha. On the auspicious night of Mahalaya Amavasya 
in September 1928, he had the supreme good fortune 
of receiving sanyasa - deeksha from Swami Nirmalanandaji 
Maharaj. With this ordination, Raghavan Pillai became 
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Swami Vishadananda, a blessed member of the 
Ramakrishna Order of sanyasins. It was the fulfilment of 
his life-time ambition and naturally he was engulfed in 
pure joy that surged within him. 

When it was time for the newly - ordained 
sanyasins to go out for the customary begging, Swami 
Vishadananda quietly moved into a secluded place, 
apparently unnoticed by anyone. But the keenly 
observant Tulasi Maharaj not only spotted him out but 
also found out his reluctance to beg food. Instead of 
taking the errant disciple to task for breaking the age- 
old custom, the compassionate guru put him at case 
with these words, “So, you do not want to beg your 
food!... All right, I shall give you whatever you want 
...” So saying the Swamiji filled the disciple’s ‘begging 
bag’ to the brim with cooked rice, vegetables, fruits and 
sweets! Referring to this incident of Tulasi Maharaj s 
large- heartedness and love, the Swami used to say in 
later years that it was not merely the guru’s gesture of 
goodwill but his granting a boon to his disciple. It was 
an instance of his measureless compassion, his gift of 
grace which kept the disciple free from want throughout 
his life. 

“True to his word”, the Swami once said, “the 
all - merciful Swamiji never let me beg my food, or for 
that matter anything from anyone. He provided me with 
whatever I wanted. In pilgrim-centres like Rishikesh, I 
used to be the last in the line of monks. Noticing my 
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reluctance to beg food, someone from somewhere used 
to reach me with food. This continued day after day, for 
months. Again, during my wanderings in Rajasthan and 
elsewhere, someone was sure to help me with food and 
shelter, unasked. Yet again, as President of the ashrama 
at Ottapalam, when I stood in need of men, money and 
materials for various projects, help came to me on every 
such occassion from unexpected quarters. From all these, 
I have learnt to look upon it as my guru’s unfailing grace 
the boon granted to me by him at Bangalore years ago”.’ 

SERVING THE GURU 

The Swami spent the first eight years of his 
monastic life in Bangalore serving Tulasi Maharaj and 
getting trained by him in manifold ways. It was the most 
fruitful period in his life, a period also of intense tapasya. 
The duties he was called upon to perform included 
cooking, gardening, fetching water from outside, keeping 
out the cattle straying into the ashrama compound and 
formal worship in the ashrama shrine besides attending 
on his guru, which left him with little rest except a scanty 
three - hour sleep at night. But he did every bit of work 
entrusted to him with efficiency and elegance. In fact he 
gladly welcomed it, for he looked upon it as a worship 
to his guru and God. Within a short time, he was asked 
to be the Manager of the ashrama. Besides, he had to 
reply to the many letters addressed to Tulasi Maharaj by 
his numerous devotees and disciples. Thus the Swami 
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found himself placed in the position of his gunt s personal 
secretary, a blessing too great and good to be true. 

But the Swami soon found out that doing devoted 
service to the guru was also a challenging task, a real 
penance exceeding the rigour of intense meditation. He 
had to be very careful even in the preparation of the 
hookah for the guru. To offer prompt service to the 
Swamiji, he had to be up and awake and straining his 
ears from the room adjacent to Tulasi Maharaj’s. About 
this, the Swami used to reminisce in later years: “Serving 
the Swamiji for about a decade was the greatest sadhana 
in my whole life. I was all eyes and ears for him, alert 
every waking moment so that I could reach him as soon 
as he called me for anything. I dedicated my whole being, 
body and mind, heart and soul for the service of my guru. 
No doubt it was the hardest sadhana in all my life; but the 
sense of self fulfilment I felt from it was immeasurable, 
indeed over- whelming.” 

That does not mean, however, that the swami’s 
life in Bangalore was all work and nothing else. It was a 
period as much of seva (service to the guru ) as of 
swadhyaya (study of the scuptures) and dhyana 
(meditation). When the other inmates of the ashram 
enjoyed their siesta, the swami would retire to a shady 
spot in the garden and study the ancient scriptures as well 
as the modern Ramakrishna - Vivekananda literature. He 
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used to get up early and meditate in the shrine-room from 
2.30 to 4 every morning. However, spending time in the 
holy company of Tulasi Maharaj was in itself the most 
rewarding liberal education in religion and spirituality. 

Tulasi Maharaj afforded ample opportunities for 
his disciple to observe and learn how a realised soul 
would live in this world without getting involved in it. 
Not a day passed without the swami getting some fresh 
evidence to show that Tulasi Maharaj was playing the 
different roles of the sadhu , the guru, the President of 
the ashrama and so on with consummate skill whereas, 
in truth, he was a whole heaven above the human drama. 
The great guru was not only a realised soul, one literated 
- in - life but also a Perfected Being, one eternally pure, 
awakened and free. He came into the midst of men as 
one of the companions of Sree Ramakrishna in order 
to fulfil His divine mission. 

The Swami could somehow see through the 
mask his guru was wearing all the time: the angry 
outbursts against his erring disciples, the deep, personal 
concern he showed in every bit of work for the progress 
of the ashrama etc. All of them were instances of his 
play-acting and put-up show. He stood loftily aside, 
unattached to all the work initiated and inspired by him. 
Tulasi Maharaj, no doubt, appeared to be a fierce task- 
master and a stern disciplinarian. But the Swami could 
clearly see that it was assumed just for the sake of 
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instilling the spirit of Sree Ramakrishna in the inmates 
of the ashrama. And so the Swami’s devotion to his 
guru , despite the latter’s formidable exterior, became only 
deeper and firmer. 

A SHORT PILGRIMAGE 

By his devoted work done for over three years, 
the swami could bring the ashrama activities into a 
pattern of efficient orderliness and simplicity. Now, the 
work could be managed by anyone with ease. So one 
day, the Swami sought the permission of Tulasi Maharaj 
for a short pilgrimage to the many holy places in the 
North. The guru gave his disciple not only the 
permission he sought but also enough money for 
expenses. The Swami was overjoyed at the prospect of 
fulfilling his long - cherished desire of leading the life 
of a wondering sanyasin. He was able to visit several 
holy places and meet many holy men. 

The pilgrimage gave the swami a fund of rich 
experience. But the richest, sweetest experience was in 
spending a few heavenly hours in the holy company of 
‘M’., the venerable author of The Gospel of Sree 
Ramakrishna. The very atmosphere seemed surcharged 
with the spirit of Sree Ramakrishna and His divine 
presence. The saint’s infinite and infectious devotion to 
Sri Gurumaharaj laid an enchantment on the Swami s heart. 
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M did not talk much, but when he did, it was only about 
the Great Master, His divinity, wisdom and love. The 
venerable ‘M”s absorption in the spirit of Sri 
Gurumaharaj was so great that as the swami sat listening 
to ‘M”s reminisences, it seemed to him that he was 
listening to the Great Master Himself. For this reason if 
not for anything else, the swami’s pilgrimage turned out 
to be an unforgettable experience. 


THE BANGALORE CASE 

It was soon after the Swami’s return from his 
pilgrimage that the tragic episode known as the Bangalore 
Case took place. The Belur Math instituted legal 
proceedings against Tulasi Maharaj to get a court verdict 
in favour of the Math with regard to the ownership and 
administrative control of the Bangalore ashrama. It was 
an uncalled for step since the whole question of 
ownership and control was an uncontested non-issue. 
Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj, the true child of Sri 
Gurumaharaj , remained unruffled even when the storm 
was raging around him. Always his majestic self, he went 
about spreading the message of his Master. Tulasi 
Maharaj did not care even to arrange for a proper legal 
defence. However, his devotees and disciples in 
Bangalore, Ponnampet and Salem succeded in persuading 
the Swamiji to agree to a defence on the ground that 
refusel to stand up to a right cause or to oppose a patent 
injustice would send out wrong signals. 
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Swami Vishadananda, however, held the view that 
going to the court even for defence against an avowedly 
unjust piece of litigation would only lower the stature of 
the Swamiji as a spiritual guru and guide. He spoke to the 
Swamiji about his fears in the matter. At this, the Swamiji 
simply said, “So, that is what you think. Very well. In that 
case, you are quite free to leave me”. Those words of his 
guru quite unnerved him. Quickly regaining his 
composure, the Swami said, “Never Swamiji, never”. 
Whatever happens, I will never forsake my guru and his 
holy feet where I have taken my final refuge.” This 
expression of his disciple’s gurubhaktbi might have pleased 
him as much as his earlier opinion on legal defence 
expressed frankly and fearlessly. But the Swamiji said 
nothing. Who indeed could fathom his heart and discover 
what thought lay hidden there? Every word and deed of 
the majestic Swamiji had its accent on manliness and 
strength. The disciple, in the meantime, quietly took the 
entire responsibility of arranging the defence of the law 
suit on behalf of his guru. 

In order to be present in the court almost daily at 
11 a.m., the Swami would finish off his duties in the 
ashrama including the puja and food offering to Thakur 
in good time. The Swami’s simple, austere life, his 
devotion to Bhagavan and his dedicated service to the 
guru evoked spontaneous admiration and love for him 
even from the monks of the Belur Math. However, he 
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was distressed and surprised to discover that the personal 
belongings of Thulasi Maharaj including a number of 
letters to him from Swami Vivekananda were found 
missing! 

Another equally revealing experience of his was 
the measureless compassion Tulasi Maharaj showered 
on one of his disciples who sought the guru’s 
permission to bear witness against him in the court. 
The disciple was under tremendous duress and so falling 
at the feet of the guru, fervently prayed with tears in his 
eyes, “Pardon me, Swamiji, my offence.” Tulasi Maharaj 
pleased with his frankness placed both his hands on 
the bent head of his disciple and consoled him with 
these words, “May Sri Gurumaharaj shower His blessings 
on you”. Swami Vishadananda was an eye - and - ear - 
witness to this strange scene of the unique guru - sishya 
relationship. 

The judgement pronounced in the Bangalore 
case was that the Bangalore ashrama was a centre of 
the Belur Math - a point that was never contested by 
Tulasi Maharaj. But the learned judge ruled that by virtue 
of Tulasi Maharaj’s high status in the Order as a monastic 
disciple of Sri Ramakrishna, he should continue to be 
the President of the ashrama as long as he wished. The 
Swamiji, however, chose to leave the Bangalore ashrama 
as he felt that his continuation would run counter to his 
principle of “decentralisation and co-ordination” in 
( 46 ) 
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matters of administration. He left the ashrama only after 
buying a range of large cooking vessels needed in the 
ashrama for poor-feeding during celebrations. The 
handing over of the entire property of the ashrama to 
the Math was done by Swami Vishadananda. Another 
disciple of Tulasi Maharaj, meanwhile, had removed to 
Trivandrum, the sacred relics of Sri Gurumaharaj on the 
ground that they were a personal gift to Tulasi Maharaj 
from the Holy Mother. 

Tulasi Maharaj left Bangalore (which he had 
made the unofficial headquarters of the Ramakrishna 
Mission in the South by virtue of his towering spiritual 
personality as well as by his fearless work for nearly 
three decades) for Trivandrum in June 1935. On the 
last day of May 1936, the Swamiji left Trivandrum to 
reach his favourite Niranjan ashrama, Ottapalam where 
he decided to settle down to complete his missionary 
work. For nearly two years till his mahasamadhi in April 
1938, this ashrama became the centre of spiritual 
radiation as was Bangalore till he left it in 1 935. Here in 
this ashrama, Tulasi Maharaj spent his last days quietly 
training his disciples to become worthy servants of Sri 
Gurumaharaj. There were a few senior swamis here eager 
to serve the swamiji and attend on him. Taking advantage 
of this favaourable situation, Swami Vishadananda 
decided to go on a pilgrimage once again, this time 
without touching money. The swami did not wait even to 
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get the permission from Tulasi Maharaj fearing that the 
guru might force him to keep some money during the 
pilgrimage. 

A WANDERING MONK 

The journey of a wandering monk is in itself a 
hard tapasya, the monk eating what chance gives him and 
sleeping where each nightfall brings him. Often he had 
to go without food for days on end, living on water and 
the fruits that the friendly, wayside trees offered him. 
Once, he was refused permission to stay at night in a 
village temple for fear of theft and robbery. However, 
the Swami stayed on as he was unable to move off owing 
to sheer weariness and pain from his swollen feet. For 
this, he had to swallow plenty of abuses instead of a 
morsel of food! But such trials and bitter experiences 
had little effect on the Swami who was used to an austere, 
asectic life. 

On the other hand, instances were not wanting 
when he found the protective hand of God providing 
him with food, shelter or medicine, indeed with whatever 
he stood in need of at every critical juncture. For 
example, in strange and unexpected ways, food came to 
him when he was dying of hunger once in a remote village 
in Andhra Pradesh and then again in the temple 
courtyard in a village in the North. During an evening, 
the Swami fell in a swoon by the wayside in some god- 
( 48 ) 
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forsaken part of the Rajasthan desert. Owing to the long 
trek, he was tired, swollen-footed and famished with 
hunger. When he came to, he found himself in a hospital 
carefully attended on by a Bengali doctor. His respect 
and devotion to the Swami knew no bounds when he 
learnt that the Swami was a disciple of Tulasi Maharaj! 
The Swami was convinced that it was Tulasi Maharaj , true 
to his word, who had brought timely help to him at every 
turn in his life. It was reminiscent of similar help that 
Tulasi Maharaj and his brother-disciples had received at 
the hands of Sri Gurumaharaj during their wandering days. 
Again, it was the vindication of the promise given by 
Lord Krishna in the Gita, that He would look after the 
yogakshema- welfare- of His single - minded devotees at 
all times. 

The life of a wandering monk is not all travelling 
without food and rest. It is also a life of penance, of 
prayer and meditation. In fact, it is more a ‘voyage 
within’, of the alone to the Alone. The Swami had glimpses 
of the soul’s incomparable beauty and joy when he used 
to spend night after night in deep meditation in the 
stillness and solitude of the Shimoga hills in the early 
part of his wandering life. His attitude towards the 
internal beauty of man in the light of his own experience 
was that its splendour included and far exceeded the most 
inviting, haunting beauty of Nature. 

( 49 ) 
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IN RISHIKESH 

The closing period of the Swami’s wandering life 
led him to Rishikesh, an ideal spiritual retreat in the lap 
of the majestic Himalayas and the banks of the holy 
Ganges. The Swami spent long hours both day and night 
immersed in meditation. Food was no problem here as 
it was the practice of the shop-keepers to offer food to 
the sadhus doing tapasya. The Swami was silent about the 
spiritual experiences he had during his intense sadhana in 
Rishikesh. But he had occasion to narrate how Swami 
Shivananda, the founder of The Divine Life Society had 
found a very good friend in him. For one thing, the 
Swami’s kutiya was next to his and for another both were 
earnest seekers who pursued their spiritual practices with 
self-denying ardour. Both of them belonged to the 
English - educated, ‘modern’ order of monks very 
different from the ‘traditional’ sadhus who spurned 
anything new or experimental in the life of the sanyasins. 

Swami Shivananda, in his pre-monastic days, was 
Dr. Kuppuswami, a famous allopathic surgeon in 
Malaysia. He was as much an enthusiast in yoga as in the 
ancient Indian system of herbal medicine. He was also 
an ardent believer in seva-sadhana. Whenever the two 
Swamis met, their topic of discussion was invariably on 
how to educate and train the traditional sadhus into a 
generation of useful modern ones full of the spirit of 
true monasticism. These sadhus were holy only in their 
appearance but were worldy-minded, using their kashaya 
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and kamandalu only to get more money from the simple- 
minded pilgrims visiting the Himalayas. They had a healthy 
contempt for the sadhus from the South and for those 
belonging to the Ramakrishna Order doing service to 
man as worship to God. Such sincere servants of man 
and God were contemptously referred to as bhangi sadhus 
or scavenger monks! Swami Shivananda wanted his 
Divine Life Society primarily for reforming these 
traditional sadhus. He wanted it also for re-educating the 
educated brahmacharins and sanyasitts in terms of the 
Vedantic view and way of life. When he wanted another 
sanyasin as a co-signatory and founding member of the 
organisation, he naturally turned to Swami Vishadananda 
who gladly agreed. It was thus that Swami Vishadananda 
accidentally became the second founding member of the 
Divine Life Society. 

Though the Swami was a co-signatory of the new 
religious organisation, he continued to practise severe 
austerities in his kutiya as before. Forgetting the world 
and forgotten by it, he was diving into ever-deeper 
communion with God. Weeks and months slipped by in 
this way when, one day, he received the heart-rending news 
that his beloved gurudev, Tulasi Maharaj (Swami 
Nirmalanandaji Maharaj) had entered mahasamadhi. The 
only tie that bound him to the world was cut asunder in 
that way and so he decided to turn his back on the world 
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and plunge headlong into the fathomless depths of 
spiritual sadhana. However, his guru and God seemed to 
have marked him out for a lot of missionary work in 
Kerala. The Swami’s brother-disciples as well as a number 
of the house-holder disciples of Tulasi Maharaj lovingly 
urged him to return to Kerala to take up the work left 
unfinished by his gurudev. Finally, yielding to their 
persistent pressure, he returned to the ashrama at 
Ottapalam which he had left about a couple of years ago. 

SWAMI NIRMALANANDA TEMPLE 

The devotees, disciples and admirers of Tulasi 
Maharaj wanted to build the Swami Nirmalananda 
Memorial Temple as their first project in gratitude to 
the love and concern their guru had shown in spiritually 
awakening them. Swami Vishadananda was entrusted 
with the responsible task of drawing up the plan of 
the building onwards. An official 40-member temple 
committee with Swami Sukhananda as President and 
Swami Vishadananda as one of the Secretaries was also 
formed for the purpose. It is significant to note that most 
of the members of the committee were Swamiji’s ardent 
devotees or disciples from Kerala and Mysore where he 
had spent about thirty years of his missionary life. 
Prominent among them were the two princes of Cochin, 
Rama Varma and Kerala Varma, Dr. K. Raman Tampi, 
Principal A.V. Kuttikrishna Menon, V.K. Narayanan 
Nair, Kunhirama Pathiyar, Ottoor Subrahmanyan 


Nambuthiripad, S.T. Reddiar, Narayana Pillai, T.V. 
ICrishnan Nair, Seth Purushothamdas Iswardas, 
Khatawoo Khinji, K.J. Chengappa and H. Chenniah 
besides a few senior monastic disciples of the Swamiji 
including Swami Amalananda, Treasurer. It goes without 
saying that Swami Vishadananda was the main force 
behind the Memorial Temple. 

This magnificent two-storied structure in R.C.C. 
looks very different from any South Indian temple. It 
is more like a North Indian temple or a Christian chruch 
: Indo - Saracenic in design and style. In fact, it looks 
like a modified version of Swami Vivekananda’s Temple 
at Belur Math. The ashrama complex contains three 
temples facing west where the holy river, Bbarathappu^ha 
serenely flows. The main temple where Sri Ramakrishna 
is worshipped is flanked on the southern side by the 
Shiva temple in which the rare five - faced Shiva is 
worshipped and on the northen side the newly - built 
Swami Nirmalananda Memorial Temple. Octogonal in 
shape, its majestic dome towering above the trees in 
silver-white splendour surrounded by eight decorative 
minor domes. The shrine is on the ground floor where 
on a pedestal is placed a beautifully carved throne 
crowned with Hamsamudra , the emblem of the 
Ramakrishna Mission. Here on the throne rests the life- 
like photo of Tulasi Maharaj in sitting posture, an oil 
painting done by Sreedharan Nambudiri, the artist - 
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photographer disciple of Swamiji. An urn containing the 
Swamiji’s holy relics is placed near the photo for daily 
worship. 

The magnificent memorial temple was ready for 
consecration in the record time of fifteen months. The 
consecration ceremony was perfomed by Swami 
Saswatananda, the then President of the Ramakrishna 
Math, Mylapore, Madras on the 25 th of December 1939. 
It was a grand function attended by a large number of 
Tulasi Maharaj’s disciples and devotees from all parts of 
India besides a large number of sanjasins belonging to 
the Ramakrishna Order. At the meetings held after the 
memorial service, the speakers led by Swami 
Saswatananda recalled in memorable terms the noble life 
and long service of Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj 
dedicated for the regeneration of the motherland and 
of Kerala in the South in particular. The whole function 
was a glowing tribute to the glory and grandeur of Tulasi 
Maharaj’s peerless life and mission. It was truly a religious 
festival and a spiritual retreat in one and not a little of its 
success was due to the quiet efficiency and organisational 
skill of Swami Vishadananda. 

IN TRIVANDRUM 

Soon after completing the work of the Temple, 
the Swami went to the Mission centre in Trivandrum 
where a good deal of important work awaited him. The 
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Swami was to help the President of the centre, Swami 
Tapasyananda in running the Malay alam monthly organ 
of the Mission, Prabuddba Keralam founded in 1915 by 
Tulasi Maharaj. Besides, he had also to build up the 
Ayurvedic and Allopathic dispensaries started as an 
important service activity of the ashrama. It was the 
untiring work in those days of the two Swamis that put 
the dispensaries through their paces. There was neither 
enough money nor man-power to keep them at minimal 
level of service efficiency and the life of the two swamis 
was indeed a hard grind. Today, the old Narendra Mission 
allopathic dispensary has grown into a prestigious 
modern Ramakrishna Mission Hospital, well-staffed and 
well-equipped to serve a large number of patients. But 
in those early days, the Swami had to play the roles of a 
clerk, a chemist, a nurse and, on a pinch, that of a doctor 
as well, putting bandages, examining the patients with a 
stethoscope and doing minor surgeries with the practical 
knowledge he had gathered in the course of his service 
in the dispensary! The Swami used to recall in later years 
how, with his limited skill and practical knowledge in 
modern medicine but with plenty of luck in the form of 
God’s grace, he was able to send the patients home on 
many a day with their faces beaming with relief and joy. 

During this period, malaria broke out on an 
epidemic scale in the hilly area of the state adjoining 
Madras Presidency. The Swami gladly joined a group of 
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relief workers and did such self-denying service that the 
Government records spoke very highly of his significant 
contribution. The British doctor who led the team of 
relief workers was astonished to find a Hindu monk, 
working away hours among the patients with love and 
care and risking his very life in the process of nursing 
them. 


Meanwhile, the Swami began to receive earnest 
requests from his brother-disciples at the Ottapalam 
ashrama to return there for taking up the new 
assignment awaiting him. It was the publication of the 
Life and Teachings of Swami Nirmalananda proposed by 
the Temple Commitee. The Swami did not want to leave 
the very useful work in Trivandrum halfway. However, 
he had to bow down to the compelling love of his 
gurubhais at Ottapalam who would not take a no from 
him. Perhaps, his own love for the Ottapalam ashrama 
for several reasons finally prevailed upon him in making 
the decision which led to unexpected but far-reaching 
consequences at the organisational level in the 
Ramakrishna movement in Kerala. 

WORK ON GURUDEV >S LIFE 
When the Swami took leave of Swami 
Tapasyananda and left Trivandrum for Ottapalam to take 
up the heavy responsibility of publishing his gurudev’s 
biography, little did he think that it would cause a rift 
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I mtween Belur Math and the ashramas founded by Tulasi 
Maharaj in Ketala. In building the memorial temple 
eonscerated to the worship of Tulasi Maharaj, , the 
committee had the consent and co-operation of the Math. 
When it was happily accomplished, publishing the guru s 
/ j ft and Teachings was the next natural gesture of gratitude 
his devotees and disciples could show to their spiritual 
master. As in building the temple, so in publishing the 
Ufe, it was thought that there was nothing that could 
displease the Math authorities. But that was not to be, as 
later events showed. 

The daunting task before the Swami in publishing 
his guru’s Life was not the difficulty in collecting funds 
or in getting enough printing paper but in gathering 
the biographical material from wherever the Swamiji 
had stayed and worked, particularly from Culcutta and 
North India. The Swami, who was Tulasi Maharaj’s 
personal secretary for years was the one person entirely 
suited for the job as he had come to know a large number 
of the Swamiji’s disciples and devotees scattered 
throughout the country. To many such prominent one.s, 
the Swami wrote for what thay could in throwing light 
on the life and personality of Tulasi Maharaj. 1 he most 
important and useful biographical material had to be 
gathered from Calcutta. (In fact, there was no difficulty 
in getting facts about Tulasi Maharaj’s later life spent in 
South India). So, the Swami decided to go to Calcutta to 
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meet the senior Swarms of the Math as well as those who 
knew Tulasi Maharaj personally and well. For the Swami 
the journey was also a pilgrimage to the holy places 
associated with the human drama of Sri Gurumaharaj and 
His companions. 

He reached Calcutta early in 1942 and stayed in 
Belur Math as an honoured guest. The Math authorities 
helped him in all possible ways in visiting holy places 
like Kamarpukur, Jayarambadi, Dakshineswar, the birth 
places of Swami Vivekananda and Swami Nirmalananda 
as also in arranging meetings with a number of elderly 
people acquainted with Swami Nirmalananda, 
particularly the two younger brothers of Swami 
Vivekananda. In fact, the Math was all cordiality and 
encouragement in the matter of publishing the Life of 
Tulasi Maharaj. For example, when the Swami approached 
Swami Madhavananandaji who was the editor and 
publisher of the authentic biography of Thakur, Life of 
Sri Ramakrishna, published by the Mission in 1 924, the 
latter spoke these words of encouragement and goodwill, 
“Whatever I know of Tulasi Maharaj and his relationship 
with Thakur as His disciple (is from himself and it) is 
mentioned in the Life of Sri Ramakrishna. In it, Tulasi 
Maharaj is mentioned as a direct disciple along with the 
other disciples of Thakur. I have nothing more to add. 
You can freely quote from that book.” 
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The Swami was fortunate to meet both the younger 
brothers of Swami Vivekananda - Mahendranath Dutt 
and Bhupendranath Dutt. Mahendranath Dutt, in spi te 
of his old age and ill-health, was delighted to spend an 
hour with the Swami speaking very highly of Tul as i 
Maharaj all the time. He said that all those acecpted by 
the Swamiji as his own were truly fortunate and blessed. 
Saying how happy he was to know that the devotees a nd 
disciples of Tulasi Maharj had built a memorial temple 
in which his holy remains were preserved and that they 
were shortly to publish the Life of this venerable guru , he 
said, “He was a noble soul and I am indebted to him in 
many ways, Baranagore and Alambazar Maths Were 
established by his sweat, nay, by the drops of his life - 
blood. Financially and physically he used to serve those 
institutions in unimaginable ways... He did not want to 
enjoy anything for himself. He only wanted to serve 
others. I request you to quote whatever I have mentioned 
about him in my books. Please express my pranams an d 
gratitude in every line of the book.” 

After a month’s stay in Calcutta meeting Tulasi 
Maharaj’s devotees, disciples and admirers and gathering 
much valuable material for the biography, the Swami 
returned to Ottapalam. A good deal of the materials i n 
the form of lectures and conversations was made 
available from diaries and notes kept by disciples like 
Ottoor. Many had preserved the letters written by 
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Swamiji. The several publications of the Mission also 
yielded the much - needed data for the work on hand. 
In reply to requests from the Swami, several devotees 
and disciples of Tulasi Maharaj in Kerala, Mysore, 
Coorg, Tamil Nadu and elsewhere in India wrote to 
him about what they saw, heard and knew about the 
life and work and personality of their great guru. In 
short, the Swami, ably assisted by Kunhirama Pathiyar, 
an ardent devotee of the Swamiji and later known as 
Swami Chinmayananda, waded through the mass of 
materials and succeeded in preparing the final draft of 
the manuscript. Everything was got ready for the 
publication of the Life and Teachings of Swami 
Nirmalananda in book form. The Swami was about to 
hand over the matter to the printing press when -Enter 
Belur Math with their thoroughly unexpected and 
uncalled for volte-face! It was a bolt from the blue - the 
Math’s imprimatur or its withdrawal in the matter of 
publishing Tulasi Maharaj’s Life. What dismayed the 
Swami and the devotees of Tulasi Maharaj was that there 
was not even a whisper of disapproval from the senior 
monks of the Math like the Swamis Virajananda, 
Madhavananda, Vireswarananda and so on. In fact, they 
were full of appreciation, encouragement and warm 
support for the project. By publishing the Life of Tulasi 
Maharaj largely based on the Mission publications, 
nothing new, much less derogatory to the Mission, was 
attempted. 
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The members of the Temple Committee as well 
as the lay and monastic disciples of Tulasi Maharaj were 
hard put to guess as to why the Mission had stuck to 
their unreasonable stand dll the eleventh hour. All of 
them thought it an affront to Tulasi Maharaj as well as 
to their feeling of reverence towards their guru. So, they 
unanimously decided to go ahead with the publication 
and entrusted the work to Swami Vishadananda. This 
decision of the monks and devotees of Tulasi Maharaj 
was taken by Belur Math as a hostile act. The Math 
sent Swami Vireswarananda to Ottapalam to persuade 
the Committee to refrain from publishing the Life. 
However, he could not get the monastic and lay disciples 
of Tulasi Maharaj to sign on dotted lines in obedience 
to the Math’s dictates. 

The consequence was clear: Stern disciplinary 
action against all the ashramas in Kerala founded by 
Tulasi Maharaj and dismissal of the monks who favoured 
the publication of the book. Swami Vishadananda put 
forward a compromise formula before Swami 
Vireswarananda for the acceptance of Belur Math. It was 
that Swami Vishadananda as the publisher of the book 
be sent out of the Order for his act of indiscipline. Thus 
a split in the Order and the disaffiliation of the ashramas 
be avoided. The proposal, however acceptable to Swami 
Vireswaranandaji, was totally rejected by the all 
powerful Math and Mission. 


He lived in Sri Ramakrishna I 


The inevitable happened. When the Belur Math 
authorities received a copy of Swami Hirmalananda: His 
Life and Teachings sent by the publisher, Swami 
Vishadananda, all the ashramas in Kerala founded by the 
Swamiji and nearly all the monks in Kerala came to be 
expelled from the domain of the Ramakrishna Math and 
Mission. Later on, a few centres and swamis were taken 
back into the fold of the Math. This was the painful 
aftermath of the publication of Tulasi Maharaj’s 
biography. The Ramakrishna Math and Mission was, no 
doubt, the grandest religious organisation in India. 
However, in order to be members of the organisation, 
the monastic disciples of Tulasi Maharaj were not willing 
to give up their deep devotion to their guru. So, they 
formed themselves into the new organisation called Sri 
Ramakrishna Nirmalananda Mandalam of which Swamiji 
Vishadananda was the most active and prominent 
member. When Prabuddha Keralam , the organ of the 
Mission founded by Tulasi Maharaj continued to be run 
by the Mission, another monthly in Malayalam required 
to be started as the organ of the Mandalam. This was Sri 
Ramakrishna Tulasi Sugandham of which the Swami became 
the Editor and Publisher. He became the President of 
the Niranjan Ashrama, Ottapalam, the position which he 
continued to hold with diginity and distinction for nearly 
half a century from 1942 to his passing away in 1985. 
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AS THE PRESIDENT OF THE ASHRAMA 

The Swami’s first task after becoming the 
President of the Ottapalam ashrama was to bring about 
some order in its financial management. Within a 
reasonable period of time, he was able to clear off all 
the debts accrued for the construction of the temple and 
the publication of Tulasi Maharaj’s Ufe. Soon, the Swami 
began to hold religious classes in the ashrama as well as 
for the devotees in the nearby town of Ottapalam, some 
three kilometres away. The next task that engaged the 
Swami’s attention was the education of a few children 
of Tulasi Maharaj who depended wholly on the Swamiji, 
their sole refuge. The financial position of the ashrama 
did not permit the swami to take up the responsibility 
of their guardianship. He was at once eager and hesitant 
to shoulder the burden when one day the Swami had a 
dream - vision of Tulasi Maharaj who spoke to him these 
encouraging words, “Can’t you see my children wasting 
their time without proper education? You have to take 
care of them. If money is the problem here it is” - so 
saying, the Swamiji began shaking a bag of coins before 
the Swami who could clearly hear the jingling. The vision 
opened the Swami’s eyes and he knew the real doer was 
his guru and that he was just an instrument in his hands. 

Thereupon, the Swami made all arrangements for 
the proper education of ‘Swamiji’s children . To his 
delight and wonder, he found money coming in from all 
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quarters in strange and unexpected ways. The result was 
that Swamiji’s children successfully completed their 
college education in due course. Two of them were the 
earliest among the girls belonging to the Nambudiri 
community to become graduates. Another completed 
the Matriculation Examination with distinction and all 
of them became monastic members of the Sri Sarada 
Ashrama started by the Swami during the centenary 
year of the Holy Mother. Another one of Swamiji’s 
children took his M.Sc. from the Bombay University. 
Securing a Ph.D. degree from an American University, 
he became a top Scientist in the States where he now 
lives as an American citizen. The Swami had helped 
many others also to get higher education and be successful 
in their different careers in life. 

CHOLERA RELIEF WORK 

In 1943-’44, the whole of Valluvnad Taluk of 
South Malabar felt the fury of a devastating cholera 
epidemic. For want of timely and effective help from 
the Government or voluntary agencies, death was 
claiming many lives particularly in villages. The Swami 
and his brothet-sanjasins, Swami Muraharananda and 
Swami Amalananda lost no time in organising relief work 
and reaching the patients with medicine and rice even in 
remote villages. The knowledge the Swami had gathered 
from Trivandrum in preparing Ayurvedic medicines 
stood him in good stead now. Each day, the Swamis 
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would set out from the ashrama early in the morning with 
bottles of medicine and bags of rice and prepare rice- 
gruel for the patient and the attendant. Sometimes, thay 
had even to bury the dead bodies of the patients deserted 
by their relations. The journey was always on foot across 
the fields and along the narrow lanes in villages. So, the 
progress was slow, but the Swamis would return to the 
ashrama only when the entire lot of medicine carried each 
day was given to the patients. 

Hundreds of patients were thus saved from the 
jaws of death and the people looked upon the Swamis as 
messengers of God. However, there was the solitary 
instance of a family of traditional physicians scoffing the 
service of the Swamis on the ground that they were 
themselves masters of medicine. Only one member of the 
family of four had the courtsey to accept the medicine 
from the Swamis. It so turned out that only that member 
of the afflicted family survived the fury of the epidemic 
while the other masters of medicine in the physician’s 
family succumbed to the disease. It was unbelievable that 
such a small group of relief workers could meet, and 
overcome the challenge of the epidemic. But the Swamis 
knew that more than their effort, it was the grace of Sri 
Ramakrishna that brought about the miracle. In this, they 
were helped by the poor and the weak but pious souls. 
For example, the muslim tea-shop owner who procured 
with great difficulty alchohol, an essential ingredient for 
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the preparation of the Ayurvedic medicine for cholera. 
He would close his shop only after the Swamis were 
offered hot tea and puttu on their return journey to the 
ashrama at the end of their day’s work, often as late as 8 
or 9 at night! The Cholera relief work was the Swami’s 
first major experiment in Seva - Sadhana under 
Nirmalananda Mandalam. It turned out to be work as 
worship to the God - in - man at its best. 

SRI SARADA ASHRAMA 
Among the ‘children’ of Tulasi Maharaj, the 
members of one poor Nambudiri family had come under 
his special protection. The Swamiji had built for them a 
small house near the ashrama and for all practical 
purposes they were inmates of the ashrama. The family 
consisted of a widowed mother, her daughter, 
Bhuvaneswari and son, Subrahmanyan. After the passing 
away of Tulasi Maharaj, Swami Vishadananda became 
their guardian. After graduation, Bhuvaneswari showed 
little interest in securing a job or leading a married life. 
Instead, she expressed her desire to lead a spiritual life 
along with her mother, a simple soul and exceedingly 
pious. There was also another Nambudiri family 
consisting of a widowed mother and her two daughters, 
Sarada and Sarojini, rich and well-to-do but inclined to 
lead a holy life. All of them were disciples and ‘children’ 
of Tulasi Maharaj and they yearned to lead a monastic 
life. 
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When they approached the Swami with their 
cherished desire to become sanyasinis, he was hard put to 
take a decision, unable to give the noble idea a workable, 
organisational form. He consulted his brother-monks and 
several elderly lay disciples of Tulasi Maharaj on the 
question. An ashrama for women was a novel 
revolutionary idea, so naturally, it had both opponenents 
and supporters. Among the staunch supporters were Sri. 
P.Seshadri Iyer and Sri. K.Narayanan Nambudiri who 
were held in high esteem by the devotees in general. 
Finally, after several rounds of discussion, it was decided 
that a separate ashrama for women be established. The 
idea that it should be named S arada Ashrama and started 
during the centenary year of the Holy Mother, found 
unanimous support among the disciples of Tulasi 
Maharaj as well as the friends and supporters of the 
ashrama. A building for the ashrama was built on the 
north west part of the extensive coconut plantation gifted 
by Sarada’s family to the ashrama. It was inagurated on 
the birthday of Swami Niranjanananda in August 1947 
with seven members admitted as its inmates. After six 
years of training as hrahmacharinis, they were initiated into 
sanyasa on the birth centenary day of Holy Mother Sri 
Sarada Devi in 1953. Those who received sanyasa-deeksha 
on that auspicious day at the hands of Swami 
Vishadananda were: 
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1 . Bhuvaneswati 

2. Sarada 

3. Sarojini 

4. Chandramani 

5. Suseela alias Mani 

6. Kamalam 

7. Bhuvaneswari’s mother 


(Swami Chidananda) 
(Swami Divyananda) 
(Swami Sadananda) 
(Swami Bodhananda) 
(Swami Atmananda) 
(Swami Paavanananda) 
(Swami Parananda) 


Swami Chidananda became the President and 
Swami Divyananda the Secretary of the Sarada 
Ashrama. Later on, the Swami admitted six more inmates 
of the ashrama into the Order and they were: 


1 . Swami Bhaswarananda(Mother of Sarada and Sarojini) 

2. Swami Suddhananda 

3. Swami Paramananda 

4. Swami Prashantananda 

5. Swami Prasannananda 

6. Swami Ambikananda 

It is of some historical importance to note here 
that the Sarada Ashrama started by Swami Vishadananda 
in 1953 was the first ashrama for women established in 
the name of Holy Mother Sri Sarada Devi. In a way, it 
happened to be the realisation of the dream of Swami 
Vivekananda as well as of the prophesy made by Tulasi 
Maharaj about his “children” who nursed him during his 
illness till his mahasamadhi. It was perhaps for this very 
weighty reason also that the Swami spared no pains in 
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training them to become worthy of Bhagavan Sri 
Ramakrishna and His illustrious companions. 


SADHANA AND SEVA 

Tulasi Maharaj had started two schools - Niranjan 
Paatasala for boys and Sarada Paatasala for girls - for the 
benefit of the poor, illiterate children of the locality. 
They were free schools in the sense that the students 
had to pay no fee and the teachers volunteered to teach 
the children free. It was free service offered as worship 
to God. The poor students received not only books, slates 
and pencils free but also mid-day meals from the ashrama 
most of the days, when someone among the devotees 
arranged for a special puja to mark the occasion of a 
birthday or so of his or her relations. But the new rules 
of the State Government did not permit any school 
management to run a school without making proper 
payment to its teachers. The alternative was to file false 
papers before the Government for getting the grant - in 
aid. The Swami refused to compromise with truth even 
when it meant closing down the school started by Tulasi 
Maharaj. 

No doubt, it was quite painful for the Swami to 
take that extreme step. But the gain was that he could 
stand loftily aside from unethicality and falsehood that 
generally went with organised social service. He was 
convinced that no philanthropic work conditioned by the 
rules and regulations of the Government, however well- 
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meaning they might be, could survive much less prosper 
without recourse to compromising and questionable 
methods. It was decided therefore, Niranjan ashrama 
should become a Sadhana ashrama, a centre primarily for 
practising and preparing spiritual discipline. 

The Swami continued to offer service to the poor 
and the needy in the fields of health and education but 
free from Government aid or control. It was individual 
assistance and not organisational. The most notable form 
of service was poor feeding as part of the ashrama 
activities. Nearly a thousand mouths used to be 
sumptuously fed twice every year during the ashrama 
celeberation. Not a few among them took home bundles 
of rice and curry for their aged, ailing relations. 


AS A MYSTIC 

The Swami had to discharge manifold duties and 
responsibilities as the President of Niranjan Ashrama and 
as the founder-guardian of Sarada Ashrama. He was also 
the chief editor and publisher of Tulasee Sugandham as 
also a senior monastic member of the Nirmalananda 
Mandalam. Above all, he was the only person with whom 
the devotees and disciples of Tulasi Maharaj outside 
Kerala were in constant touch through correspondence. 
A large number of them from Bangalore and Madras 
used to stay on in the ashrama for days seeking spiritual 
guidance from him during the daily sat-sang sessions. He 
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rose equal to the difficult situation of discharging the 
duties at once of the Head of the ashrama and of a 
spiritual teacher. However, it was in the latter role that 
he excelled himself and shone forth with graceful dignity 
and natural ease, an attainment that came to him as a result 
of years of rigorous spiritual practice. 

This life of constant remembrance of God by 
means of japam and dhyanam in the ashrama was an 
extension of his life as a wandering monk in the Shimoga 
Hills and in the Himalayas. Only, he could soar to exalted 
states of mystical contemplation and go into a deeper 
communion at rare and subde levels of consciousness. 
Besides, the Swami used to lose himself in meditation 
far into the night, sometimes till the early hours of the 
next morning. Consequently, he was' blessed with divine 
communion, clear visions of Gurumaharaj, Swamiji and 
Tulasi Maharaj in which, he could palpably feel their living 
presence.Often during the day, the Swami could be seen 
in an indrawn mood, profoundly centred in the solitude 
of his serene self, or joyfully singing to himself oblivious 
of his surroundings. 

It was during this period of spiritual ecstasy that 
the Swami had composed several tuneful hymns and songs 
in glorification of Sri Gurumaharaj. He was never known 
to have written any poetry at all. But then, in response to 
a request from a devotee, he wrote the whole of Sree 
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Ramakrishna Bhagavatam in a matter of days. The book 
dealt with the life and teachings of Bhagavan Sri 
Ramakrishna sung in the simple, popular malayalam 
metrical form called ‘Kilippattu’. Nor was he a writer of 
any repute either in Malayalam or English. But he 
authored several plays touching the life of Bhagavan and 
Swamiji, to be staged by ‘ashrama children’ on the 
occasion of the Jayanti Celebrations. He also wrote in 
English, the two books on philosophy entitled ‘Spiritual 
Science’ and' Conversation on the Spiritual Divine’. They 
deal with his communion with the divine powers as well 
as the spiritual knowledge revealed to him by those 
powers. This was to help seekers reach lofty levels of 
spiritual consciousness emanating from the primeval 
power known as Brahmanandakari Sakti. It was this 
Benedictory power which was first identified by 
Sankaracharya and invoked as Mother Saradamba in 
Sringeri. Goddess Bhavatarini of Dakshineswar as well 
as Sri Ramakrishna Himself were different manifestations 
of Brahmanandakari Sakti. One significant change that 
could be seen in the Swami’s daily life was his inability to 
suffer worldly-minded people and their talk on worldly 
matters. Somehow, he managed to politely but firmly shun 
both. 


About this time, an unusual incident which deeply 
affected his life took place one morning as he was writing 
an article for Thulasee Sugandham. A majestic looking 


A short life of Swami Vishadaranda ~j- 


elderly man walked into the hall towards the Swami and 
began to address him, “ Hello there ! It is wonderful, 
is’nt it, to play the President Swami without the bother 
of doing puja or caring to know what is offered to God 
in the Shrine!”. The Swami was taken aback by the words 
spoken by that perfect stranger, with a certain measure 
of authority and justice. The Swami began to make 
enquiries about the newcomer’s whereabouts, but he was 
in no mood to wait and listen. He withdrew as 
unceremoniously as he appeared as if to say that to give 
the message was all that mattered. The Swami pondered 
over the significance of the thoroughly unexpected event 
of the morning and decided to do the puja himself from 
the very next day as a command from God. He continued 
to do the daily puja until he was incapacitated and bed- 
ridden. 


With the Swami, the puja was not a mere ritual 
but worship offered to Sri Gurumaharaj and the others 
feeling their living presence in the shrine. The loving care 
with which he did the puja for two hours from six to eight 
in the morning was marked by such devotional fervour 
that growing number of devotees stood charmed 
watching it. The whole atmosphere seemed so changed 
with a rare holiness that the devotees who watched it had 
the feeling that they too were participants in offering 
worship to Sri Gurumaharaj. The solemnity of the 
occasion was so profound that the devotees felt that they 
73h 
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were transported into another world of a strange spiritual 
aura. One fruitful fall-out of this new developement was 
that Navaratri puja came to be celebrated in the ashrama 
with the Swami conducting the havanam, chanting of 
Devimaahatmyam etc., during the forenoon hours and 
special puja, bhajana, arati etc. to the garland bedecked 
Goddess seated in the well -decorated and illumined 
Simhaasana, at night. Those who had attended the 
Navaratri puja in the ashrama nostalgically recall what an 
enjoyable and elevating spiritual retreat it used to be for 
full ten days. And not a few from far off places used to 
flock to the ashrama in order to bask in the beams of its 
spiritual sunlight. 

The long and intense spiritual exercises that the 
Swami underwent, the communion he had with divine 
powers and the exalted, mystic experiences to which he 
rose left their visible impressions on his everyday life, 
specially so, in his dealings with the visitors, the devotees 
and inmates of the ashrama. He chose to remain strangely 
aloof from all and revel in the still and silent joy of self 
-absorption. On one occasion, he shut himself up in a 
nearby vacant school shed in meditation for three days 
and nights on end! It was never like him to be inaccessible 
or incommunicative to devotees. But now, he appeared 
to be indifferent to them which was quite hurting to them. 
Sometimes he was seen doing some work humming to 
himself. Again at other times, he could be heard singing 
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songs in praise of Gurumaharaj loudly and for long. If 
the mood were to catch on, he would launch himself 
into a two-hour discourse on the divine powers that held 
sway over the several planes of existence and experience 
which no doubt, would surprise his listeners. In short, 
the Swami had become a different person altogether with 
his strange mood and ways of behaviour. 

The inmates of the ashrama as well as the elderly 
householder devotees were alarmed at the inexplicable 
change that had come over the Swami. Some of the out- 
station devotees who used to visit the ashrama only at 
intervals of a month or two, even feared that the Swami 
had become a little eccentic, if not unbalanced. Naturally 
news of the Swami’s abnormal condition reached the 
many Ramakrishna ashramas in Kerala and outside. Those 
who had known the Swami intimately, were genuinely 
concerned. They made anxious enquiries about the 
Swami’s well being and some of them even took the 
trouble of meeting him in the ashrama in order to know 
the truth of the matter for themselves. One of them was 
the elderly Swami Tapasyanandaji Maharaj, a senior monk 
of the Ramakrishna Mission with whom the Swami had 
worked in building up the hospital attached to the 
ashrama in Trivandrum. 

Swami Tapasyanandaji met the Swami and held 
long discussions with him. At the end of it, Swami 
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Tapasyanandaji looked a very much relieved and happy 
man. To a group of devotees who met him later on, he 
said, “We know that the Swami is a pure soul, utterly 
devoted and dedicated to Sri Gurumaharaj and Tulasi 
Maharaj. We know also that his life has been one of 
austerity and penance, of sadhana and seva. Such a true 
devotee of Sri Ramakrishna can have no fall. I have not 
fully understood the implications of his ‘revelations’; but 
it will be unwise to brush him aside as of no practical 
usefulness or significance. His eccentric or abnormal 
moods and ways can be attributed to his mind often 
remaining in high planes of consciousness. I feel sure that 
the Swami is in perfect control of himself and that he is 
quite sound, both in body and in mind. It is beyond a 
shadow of doubt that he is a worthy follower and 
instrument of Gurumaharaj.” 


This assurance given to the devotees by the highly 
esteemed Swami Tapasyanandaji, set their doubts and 
fears at rest. Another elderly monk of the mission was 
Swami Yatiswaranandaji, President of the Bangalore 
ashrama who had come to know the changes in the 
Swami’s life. He too could come to the same conclusion 
that the Swami was not only a sadhak of great attainments, 
but also a dependable spiritual guide. Accordingly, he 
encouraged several of his own admirers to visit the Swami 
at Ottapalam and get the benefit of sat-sang with him. It 
is worth recording here that, as directed by the reverred 
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Yatiswaranandaji Maharaj, Mrs. and Mr.Tserlans, an old 
couple from Holland, and his disciples, stayed in the 
ashrama at Ottapalam for about a month attending the 
Swami’s meditation classes and receiving instructions in 
sadhana from him. The spiritual storm that blew within 
the Swami quietened down of its own accord in good 
time and the Swami regained the old, familiar way of 
life. The only upshot of this astonishing episode was that 
an increasing number of sincere devotees and seekers 
began to approach the Swami for spiritual guidance. 

THE SWAMI AS GURU 

Those who sought the Swami’s help belonged to 
two distinct categories: the educated youth, fairly familiar 
with the Ramakrishna movement and its literature, and 
the others, the young and not so very young, and not 
much informed about the movement but looking upon 
the Swami and the ashrama as the most favourable 
environment for a spiritual life. The Swami welcomed all 
of them with equal warmth of love. A few of them were 
closely associated with the several Ramakrishna centres 
in the country but were kept in the dark about Tulasi 
Maharaj as one of the monastic disciples of Bhagavan 
Sri Ramakrishna. They were happy beyond words to reach 
the holy place where Tulasi Maharaj spent his last days. 
They were also thrilled to learn from the Swami the 
wonderful life and work of Tulasi Maharaj and how, he 
spiritually awakened the South particularly Kerala as a 
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uniquely gifted, blessed instrument in the hands of Sri 
Gurumabaraj. 


The days that they spent in the Swami’s holy 
company was elevating and fruitful He spoke on 
nothing but the divinity of Sri Ramakrishna and His 
disciples and how they succeeded in heralding the dawn 
of a new order of life - the divinised, spintua Used life 
for man. The simple words that he used m his easy, 
conversational style somehow carried convicuon with the 
listeners. And their conviction was that the world 
disenchanted with all that the materialistic West cou 
offer in terms of the blessings of science and technology 
would have to turn to the message of the Umversa 
Religion lived by Sri Ramakrishna and interpreted y 
Swami Vivekananda. Sat-sang with the Swami was spiritual 
retreat, bhakta-mela or ananda-mela, life lived with devotees 
in an other-worldly atmosphere of devotional ecstasy. 

The Swami was quite liberal in giving mantra- 
deeksha to the devotees and in a few cases even agreeing 
to give them the mantra they asked for. A case in pom 
was the young lady - devotee from Mysore. A scientist 
by profession, she insisted on getting the R ama-mantra. 
The Swami agreed but told her that Rama and Krishna 
and Ramakrishna were one and the same Truth. She had 
the strange experience of chanting the R ama-mantra but 
seeing the radiant form of Sri Ramakrishna with His smile 
of elusive, indefinable charm at the time of meditation. 
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She was not only uneasy but quite upset; but the Swami 
could quietly convince her that there was nothing 
unnatural about it and that she could continue her sadhana 
without any risk or fear of a fall. 

Another one was a Christian boy from Kottayam 
studying for medicine. He had heard of the Swami whom 
he chose as his guru. Each time he visited the Swami in 
the ashrama, he expressed his desire to give up studying 
for medicine as well as his Christian faith. He wanted to 
be a Hindu sanyasi and requested the Swami to be his 
guru. The swami dissuaded him from taking either step 
but assured him that even as a good, service - minded 
Christian doctor, he could lead the pure life of a child 
of God. However, yielding to his persistent plea, the 
Swami gave him mantra - deeksha and sent him away in a 
happy, cheerful frame of mind. He remained a Christian, 
good and true, and deeply devoted to the Swami and the 
ashrama. Similarly, there were quite a few enthusiastic 
college students who wanted to become sanyasins but they 
had not the required measure of detachment and 
renunciation. The Swami encouraged all of them to stay 
in the ashrama for a few days and develop the qualities 
necessary for a monastic life. He used to console them 
saying that Ramakrishna had come down into our midst 
not for the sake of a few sanyasins but for the whole of 
humanity, monks and householders alike. He would 
gladly give them mantra-deeksha and encourage them to 
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lead a pure, holy life. 

But there were a few others who were determined 
to become sanjasins and dedicate their lives at the feet 
of Sri Gurumaharaj. They were inmates of the ashrama 
for some length of time with no worldly ties to drag them 
away. The Swami had initiated seven brahmacharins into 
sanyas a in the early forties. They were : 

1 . Swami Ramakrishnananda 

2. Swami Shantananda 

3. Swami Anantananda 

4. Swami Vallabhananda 

5. Swami Prakashananda 

6. Swami Sampoornananda and 

7. Swami Chinmayananda. 

Now, after a long interval of some twenty years, 
the Swami decided to admit four more brahmacharins into 
the monastic order. They were : 

1 . Swami Nishkamananda 

2. Swami Pranavananda 

3. Swami Amritananda and 

4. Swami Saswatananda. 

Later on between 1976 - ‘85, the Swami gave 
sanyasa to eleven more earnest, mature souls who 
happened to belong to the third and last batch, those 
who gave inmeasurable support and joy to the venerable 
Swami in his old age. They were: 
(W) 
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1 . Swami Nirupamananda 

2. Swami Pavithrananda 

3. Swami Jyothirmayananda 

4. Swami Chidabhananda 

5. Swami Yogeeswarananda 

6. Swami Kaivalyananda 

7. Swami Nishchalananda 

8. Swami Anaswarananda 

9. Swami Chidroopananda 

10. Swami Chidghanananda 

1 1 . Swami Dheerananda. 

As the President of the ashrama and as the 
spiritual guide of a large number of devotees and 
disciples, the Swami’s life in the ashrama was uneventful 
though one of continuous activity of one type or another. 
Besides, the daily worship in the main shrine, the editorial 
work of Tulasee - Sugandham and the arrangements to be 
made in connection with the annual celeberations in the 
ashrama, his main concern was the spiritual progress of 
those who had looked upon him as their guru. The one 
theme of his talks, conversations, writings and 
correspondence was devotion to Sri Ramakrishna and 
dedicated service to His cause. He was never tired of 
stressing the importance of the Ramakrishna Mission as 
a religious organisation in the cultural generation of the 
world. The Swami’s life was a perfect example of smooth 
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- sailing on the calm waters of the ashrama routine of 
sadhana and sat-sang. Or so it seemed on the surface. But 
it was the calm before the storm of illness and the 
progressive deterioration of his physical condition from 
which he never fully recovered. 


HOSPITALISATION 

It was strange but true that no one had ever seen 
the Swami suffering from illness or talcing medicines 
during the thirty five years or more he had spent in the 
ashrama. But early in the summer of 1976, he showed 
signs of heart trouble compounded with enlargement of 
the prostrate glands. At first, he ignored the ailment as a 
minor irritant; but the pain owing to the swollen urinary 
bladder was so intense that an immediate surgical 
intervention was the only option left. So the Swami was 
taken to the Ramakrishna Mission Hospital, Trivandrum, 
some 400 kms away. Throughout the long journey, the 
Swami suffered the excruciating pain with the admirable 
serenity and fortitude of a real sadhu and sthitaprajna. 

Readers will recall how the Swami had worked 
for the Mission Hospital to grow into its present 
proportions of popularity and usefulness during its early 
stages nearly four decades ago when it was but a small 
dispensary. Swami Antaratmananda, the President and 
the other inmates of the ashrama received the Swami with 
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all reverence and took complete charge of his treatment. 
The President himself stood by the ailing Swami’s bedside 
and personally supervised all arrangements for his ease 
and comfort. An emergency operation was conducted, 
followed after a few days by a major one - both done by 
the best surgeons of the hospitals in the city. The Swami 
stood up manfully to the piercing pain of the second 
operation done without administering anaesthesia to 
which the Swami’s system showed violent allergy. This 
admirable courage and calmness shown by the Swami in 
facing enormous suffering and pain was truly awe- 
inspiring. The hospital staff and the Swamis in the 
ashrama, were wonder struck at the unheard of and 
astonishing power of endurance shown by this child of 
Sri Ramakrishna. 

But no one recognised the greatness of the Swami, 
his dedication and devotion to Sri Gurumaharaj more than 
Swami Antaratmananda. Everyday, he would go to the 
Swami, sit by his bedside, serve him for some time and 
leave only after receiving prasadam from him. Several 
heads and senior monks of the Ramakrishna ashramas in 
Kerala as well as from outside the State visited the Swami 
in the hospital to pay their respects to him. A large 
number of Ramakrishna devotees also made use of the 
occasion to serve the Swami in their own humble ways. 
Similarly, the authorities of the hospital looked upon 
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the three-month stay of the Swami in the hospital as a 
God-given opportunity to serve one of its founders. 
However, the Swami wanted to pay the medical bills as 
an ‘offering’ or ‘donation’. He did not want to ‘get 
anything’ without ‘giving nothing’ in return. But Swami 
Antaratmananda stubbornly refused to accept any 
‘offering or donation’ from the venerable Swami. So the 
Swami wrote to Dr. Subrahmanyan, now a scientist in 
the United states, whom he had educated at the instance 
of Tulasi Maharaj, asking him to donate a handsome 
amount to the hospital which he did with infinite pleasure. 
Dr. Subrahmanyan had his long-cherished desire fulfilled 
in this form of a donation given on behalf of the Swami 
as a token of his profound gratitude to his guardian. 

The Swami was discharged from the hospital on 
full recovery in the second week of September 1976. He 
was still too weak to walk about freely. However, before 
returning to the Ottapalam ashrama he agreed to visit 
his native village home at Malakkara near Aranmula and 
meet his old relations. The whole village turned up to 
offer their love and respects to the Swami. It was his first 
and last visit to his ancestral home after he had left it to 
become a Swami. Soon afterwards he bade goodbye to 
those loving souls and returned to the ashrama at 
Ottapalam after an absence of a little over three months. 
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FUTURE OF THE ASHRAMA 

The Swami required constant attention and 
nursing by way of the post-operation care for which the 
Ramakrishna ashrama was least suited. So, he was 
prevailed upon to stay in a room in the Sarada ashrama 
with attached bathroom and toilet facilities. For the first 
time in his monastic life he began using a cot, a bed and 
a pillow besides other creature comforts! Within a short 
period of time, the Swami was up and active and began 
attending to his duties in the Ramakrishna ashrama as of 
old. Though he did not regain his old vigour and vitality, 
his concern was not about his own health but about the 
healthy future of the Ramakrishna ashrama. It was 
decided that Swami Nischalananda would be the 
President and Swami Kaivalyananda the Vice-President/ 
Secretary to assist him. The Swami had it recorded that 
the young Swami Kaivalyananda would carry on the day- 
to-day duties of the ashrama and get enough experience 
to become the President when the need for it arose. That 
seemed a satisfactory settlement of the problem and the 
Swami felt very much relieved and happy. 

However, the arrangement did not work because 
Swami Kaivalyananda had to be sent to set right the 
deplorable state of affairs which arose in Kayamkulam 
ashrama founded by Tulasi Maharaj and affiliated to the 
Nirmalananda TS/Landalam. The situation there was so bad 
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that Swami Kaivalyananda could not leave it and return 
to Ottapalam as early or easily as expected. This unhappy 
develoment worried the Swami a great deal, particularly 
with the setting in of the season of A ]avarathri puja and 
the annual celebrations. It was at this juncture that Sri. 
Gopalakrishnan, introduced to the Swami by Sri 
Ramamurthy of Madras as a Ramakrishna devotee, 
visited the ashrama with the intention of staying there 
for a few days. His presence in the ashrama at that time 
was a matter of great strength and relief to the Swami, 
for the Navarathri puja ably assisted by him, turned out 
to be an excellent programme that satisfied all the 
devotees. The best, was yet to be, for Sri. Gopalakrishnan 
decided to stay on in the ashrama as an inmate for good. 
This delighted the Swami immensely. Finding Sri. 
Gopalakrishnan a fit candidate for the Orders, the Swami 
initiated him into sanyasa and gave him the monastic name 
Dheerananda. When the Swami choose Swami 
Dheerananda to replace Swami Kaivalyananda in the 
office of the Secretary of the Ramakrishna ashrama, his 
organisational worries and anxieties were set at rest for 
ever. Thereafter, he began to address himself extensively 
to the spiritual ministrations of the devotees who sought 
his help and guidance. 

LAST DAYS AND MAHASAMADHI 
The condition of the Swami’s heart began to 
deteriorate. Symptoms of other complications also 
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began to show up. He could not stretch his legs fully while 
lying down. Nor could he stand up without support. He 
found it difficult also to sit down cross - legged for 
meditation. There was also swelling and pain in his legs 
and knees. So, he was taken to the PVS hospital, Calicut 
and put under the care of the famous cardiologist, Dr. 
C.K. Ramachandran. After about two week expert 
treatment, the Swami was taken back to the ashrama 
where he continued his sat-sang and meditation sessions 
as before. Dr. Ramachandran used to visit the Swami in 
the ashrama once a month or so for check-up when the 
two would spend some time conversing on religio- 
spiritual matters. The Swami was much impressed with 
the doctor’s interest in the subject as well as his humility 
and devotion. It became known that the doctor was an 
admirer associate of Swami Agamananda. Enough to say 
that after a few visits to the patient, the doctor sought 
and secured mantra-dee ks ha from the Swami whom he was 
delighted to accept as his spiritual guardian. 

In spite of the devoted and self-denying service 
Swami Dheerananda and the Swamis of the Sarada 
ashrama had been rendering to the Swami day and night, 
there was no visible improvement in his condition. Good 
rallies were often marred by worse relapses. The Swami 
developed acute problems connected with insomnia and 
the near failure of the digestive system. There were also 
symptoms of partial paralysis of the legs below the knees. 
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It was seen that his condition was fast deteriorating, and 
so, on the 4th of January 1985, he was admitted in the 
Government Hospital, Ottapalam. The Swami was 
extremely weak and tired besides suffering from acute 
pain owing to blood uremia. He could do nothing but 
to lie down with his eyes closed. This painful and pathetic 
condition of the Swami, saddened the devotees and 
disciples who came to the hospital to pay their respects 
to him. 


Even in that state of extreme exhaustion and 
helplessness, the Swami was quite awake and alert in the 
mind. His only thought was about the successful conduct 
of the coming birthday celebration of Bhagavan Sri 
Ramakrishna. His mind was active in planning the 
programme and even in choosing the speakers at the 
public meeting in the ashrama. When the Principal of 
the local N.S.S. College called on him at the hospital a 
few days before his passing away, the Swami told her in 
feeble tones that she should be the principal speaker on 
that occation. On another day, the Swami directed Swami 
Dheerananda and some other inmates of the ashrama 
that the tithi-puja of Swami Brahmanandaji Maharaj should 
be conducted with special worship and food offering at 
the shrine and poor feeding on a large scale. Alas! it 
hardly occurred to them that the Swami would choose 
the early hour of 3 a.m. that very day, the birthday of 
Raja Maharaj on the 23rd of January 1 985 quiedy to give 
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up his body and attain the abode of Sri Ramakrishna. 

The news of the Swami’s mahasamadhi spread far 
and wide as the All India Radio’s morning bulletin carried 
it to the whole of Kerala. Devotees and disciples of the 
Swami as well as several monks from many ashramas in 
Kerala reached Ottapalam to offer their last pranaams at 
his holy feet. Under the direction of Swami Sakrananda, 
President of the Ramakrishna Math, Trichur, the body 
of the great Swami was consigned to the flames in the 
compound of the Sarada Ashrama. Since it was the 
birthday of Raja Maharaj, special puja was performed in 
the Ramakrishna ashrama as well as poor feeding done 
on a large scale, in obedience to the wishes of the Swami. 

The Swami used to tell some of his intimate 
devotees on the eve of the Vivekananda-Nirmalananda 
centenary that he would live for 25 years more. In 1973, 
he told an Engineering College student from Palakkad 
who later on became his disciple that he would live for 
another 12 years more. How prophetic were those words 
of his! There was a peculiar glow in his words and deeds. 
And when he left the ashrama and his disciples, devotees, 
and admires, he left them in utter gloom ‘too deep for 
tears.’ 

A TRUE RENUN CIANT 

The first dominant mark of Swami 
Vishadanandaji Maharaj’s personality which becomes 
obvious even to the most superficial observer is the 
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Swami’s simple austere life bordering on ascecticism. It 
was one of purity and penance, of renunciation and 
service for the well - being of others. His life perhaps 
had a Gandhian beginning marked by limited wants, hard 
work, honest dealings and self-reliance - virtues which 
stood him in good stead as a sanyasi in later years. He 
wanted nothing and kept nothing for himself as he looked 
upon himself as an instrument for service. This was true 
in his life at every step as the Government surveyor, the 
volunteer captain in the Vaikom satyagraha, the leader of 
the epidemic relief work, the builder of the Swami 
Nirmalananda Temple, the publisher of his Life and 
Teachings and even as the palanquin bearer in the 
procession during the birthday celebrations of Sri 
Gurumaharaj year after year till 1 976, just days before he 
was taken to the hospital for surgery. He was more than 
happy with a meal a day. A wooden bench in an open 
hall was at once his chair, writing table and the cot he 
slept on at night! The luxury of a bed and a pillow in a 
room was forced on him only when illness struck him 
down as a near - paralytic, bed - ridden patient. Even as 
a government surveyor, he was so generous with his 
money that he gave away his entire first month’s salary to 
the local prayer hall fund and emptied his pocket into 
the donation box of the Sri Ramakrishna ashrama, 
Haripad. This trait in his character was carried right across 
his life. As the President of the ashrama, the Swami had 
to spend thousands of rupees every year. But for his own 
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creature comforts, let alone for a life of ease, he had not 
spent a red cent! It could be said that the Swami found in 
his life such overflowing self - fulfilment that he stood in 
need of nothing. He was all the time enjoying the 
plentitude of everything within. He was the living example 
of the perfect, paradisiacal life painted by poet Milton: 
“Fullness left him nothing to want; 

Innocence left him nothing to fear.” 

A TRUE ‘RAMAKRISHNAITE’ 

“Religion is not abnormality”, said Swami 
Nirmalanandaji Maharaj once in the context of a 
religious crook trying to pass muster for a man of genuine 
religious experience. The Swamiji went on to explain that 
mystification or miracle - mongering or the ability to 
control breath for long hours and to go without food or 
sleep for days should find no place in true religion. Serious 
- minded seekers should dismiss them as silly crotechets 
and mental aberrations. The central concern of religion 
on the practical side had always been purity of character 
and a pure life enlightened by it. In the light of this 
unexceptional estimate of what true religion should and 
should not be, it stands to reason that anyone endowed 
with such virtues as simplicity, unselfishness, a loving 
concern for others and an utter indifference towards 
name and fame, power and pelf etc., has to be considered 
as essentially and inherently religious. And one such rare 
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and noble soul was Swami Vishadanadaji Maharaj. 

A strong religio - spiritual culture with Sri 
Ramakrishna at its centre lay dormant within him. It 
required just something like seeing the Master’s 
photograph to stir it up from the bottom of his being 
and send its vibrations to mingle with his heartbeat and 
life - breath. How else could his soul’s sap quiver for no 
deeper reason than his eyes falling on that faded picture 
of the holy man with a divine smile? Unknown to himself, 
it brought about a sudden and certain conviction that 
the smiling saint was his God, his all-in-all. And he knew 
just nothing about the holy man at that time! Similarly, 
the boon he asked of Sri Narayana Guru was for God - 
realisation, a prayer not normally made by anyone other 
than a person of strong spiritual culture. It was instinctive 
with the survey engineer to throw up his job, give up his 
hearth and home and launch himself into the unknown 
adventure of becoming a member of the Ramakrishna 
Order of Sanyasins. 

From the day he was admitted to the Ramakrishna 
ashrama at Ottapalam as one of its inmates, the Swami 
began to lead a life of total dedication to Sri Ramakrishna. 
Not long afterwards, early in 1927, he was sent to 
Bangalore at the instance of Tulasi Maharaj. The next 
ten years saw him serving Tulasi Maharaj, his guru as his 
personal attendant and secretary. This rare privilege gave 
him the opportunity to strengthen and deepen his 
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dedication to Sri Ramakrishna, for Tulasi Maharaj was 
one who lived and moved and had his being in Sri 
Ramakrishna. The precious time that he spent in the 
presence of the saintly, venerable, ‘M’, the author of the 
Gospel revealed to him another aspect of the glory of 
Sri Ramakrishna - how to spend one s life immersed in 
Ramakrishna consciousness. These and many other 
influences and experiences made him a true child and 
servant of Sri Ramakrishna at whose feet he dedicated 
himself, body and soul. 

The Swami’s devotion to his guru, Swami 
Nirmalanandaji Maharaj was infinite. He used to speak 
of the guru’s greatness only rarely and to a chosen few. 
No doubt, he knew that it was his guru’s blessing that 
made him what he was. But about Sri Ramakrishna’s 
grandeur and glory, he was never tired of speaking to 
the devotees and visitors to the ashrama. The many songs 
and short plays that he had written and indeed all his 
speeches and writings had one central theme - Sri 
Ramakrishna. Sri Ramakrishna Bhagavatam was the best 
thing that he ever wrote’, for it was in that work that the 
Swami had distilled his faith, devotion and dedication at 
the feet of Sri Ramakrishna in the fullest measure. The 
Swami was never known to be emotional. In fact, he was 
very careful to conceal his devotional fervour which, 
perhaps was not always successful. But the one mantram 
that, he used to chant fairly loudly and frequently and in 
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tones choked with intense feelings of humility and 
devotion was Sri Ramakrishna Charanam Saranam’ 
meaning, ‘The holy feet of Sri Ramakrishna is my refuge 5 . 
This was also the refrain of the most touching song that 
he composed on the all-merciful divinity, Sri 
Ramakrishna: ‘Ramakrishnaanghri aasrayamastume ' 
meaning, ‘May the holy feet of Sri Ramakrishna be my 
refuge’. 

Just as Sri Ramakrishna was the last word in 
divinity, so to the Swami, Sri Ramakrishna Mission was 
the perfect model for all religious organisations. Its only 
concern was spreading the message of the Great Master. 
In it, all members were offering their all for His cause. 
Its vision was focused on fulfilling the goal it had set 
before itself and it allowed no hero-worship, no 
personality cult to vitiate the loftiness and purity of the 
ideal. Once when a devotee began to criticise the Mission 
in his presence, the usually pleasant faced, soft - spoken 
Swami became grave and silenced the critic with these 
thundering words: “It is my misfortune that I do not 
belong to the Mission. It is equally unfortunate that the 
Mission’s attitude towards my gurudev, Tulasi Maharaj and 
the ashramas founded by him has been grossly unfair. As 
his disciple, I had to be with him always whether in heaven 
or hell. Otherwise, I have never done anything to injure 
the holy organisation. Nor will I oppose it ever in my 
life, for I do not find any religious organisation in the 
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world grander than the Ramakrishna Mission. Show me 
another which is so completely identified with the spirit 
of the Master and which uses all its energies and resources 
in spreading His message with a singleness of purpose!”. 
One will be hard put to come across a ‘Ramakrishnaite’ 
more devoted and dedicated to Him and to His cause 
than Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj. 

The Swamiji’s life was permeated by the spirit of 
Sri Ramakrishna - in every fibre and pore of his being. 
Very few served Him so intensely with such self- denying 
devotion. Very few Ramakrishna sanyasins of the second 
generation had led an austere, ascetic life of prayer and 
penance and spiritual discipline comparable to his. The 
Swami was very particular that among the numerous seva 
ashramas, Niranjan ashrama should stand out in ‘singular’ 
glory as a sadhana ashrama, far away from popularity and 
public gaze. And so the ashrama under his stewardship 
went on ploughing a lone and lonely furrow, doggedly 
remaining in obscurity but persevering with its puja - 
bhajan -Japa - dhyana - sat-sang programme. The three or 
four annual celebrations held in the ashrama were a,s many 
spiritual retreats more than colourful functions. His pure 
and holy life, his daily sat-sang and meditation classes drew 
hundreds of wayward souls to the feet Sri Ramakrishna. 
The Swami’s exemplary life was enough inspiration for 
them to make Sri Ramakrishna the lodestar of their lives. 
The charm of his personality was that with its soft touch 
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he quietly transformed scores of lives from worldliness 
to Godliness, from a vague religiosity to follow the 
supremely significant life and message of Sri 
Ramakrishna. 

But he did not accomplish this overnight. It was 
the fruit of silent, tireless work spread over decades. He 
demanded nothing for it except the privilege of burning 
himself out in the process. It was his life’s mission to live 
in the glory of Sri Ramakrishna and to invite others to 
participate in it. In an impassioned apostrophe to Sri 
Ramakrishna, the all-merciful, all-renouncing incarnation 
of divinity, the Swami sang his heart out in full-throated 
melody - 

Glory to Sri Ramakrishna the ocean 
Of pure love, sinless and sweet 
And life-giving, a nectarfall from heaven. 

Grant me refuge at Thy holy feet. 

Giver of a million mother’s love, 

Giver of devotion, liberation, 

Giver of soulful peace and bliss. 

Grant me refuge at Thy holy feet. 

Seeking naught from us for fee 
Save our grief and pain and misery 
In return for Thy all-holy self 
Roasted in fires of our nameless sins. 
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Glory, all glory to Sri Ramakrishna! 

Grant me refuge at Thy holy feet. 

Thy lotus feet my sole refuge, 

Thy holy feet my heaven-haven. 

Whenever devotees hear this song sung, nostalgic 
memories of Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj, soaked in 
melancholy sweetness come crowding into the minds of 
those who have known the Swami intimately. They will 
instinctively feel that those were the very attributes and 
virtues by which he endeared himself to every one of his 
innumerable disciples and devotees. 


Hari Om Tat Sat. 

Sri Ramakrishnaarpanamastu. 


Reminiscences 
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LIFE - LONG INFLUENCE 

SWAMINI BODHANANDA 

Chinmaya Mission, Kaikalur, (Andhrapradesh) 


Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj, one of the 
seventeen antarangas of Bhagavan Sri Ramakrishna Deva 
and the founder of the Ramakrishna movement in Kerala 
chose to spend his last days in his favourite Niranjan 
Ashrama, Ottapalam when several families, far and near, 
came to be blessed by him. AH the members of my family, 
young and old, were fortunate to receive mantra-deeksha 
from the Swamiji. I was then a five year-old girl to whom 
also the Swamiji was gracious enough to give initiation. 
If my memory serves me right, it was Swami 
Vishadananda, Swamiji’s personal attendant and 
secretary, who translated into Malayalam what the Swamiji 
spoke to me in English. I could not understand what either 
of them spoke to me regarding how I should do japa and 
dhyana everyday. This much I knew, however, that I 
belonged to the supremely fortunate and blessed few 
whom the Swamiji was kind enough to accept as his own. 

My house was situated next door to the ashrama 
which was our second home where we spent our live- 
long day, playing and laughing, singing and dancing. This 
continued even after the mahasamadhi of our beloved 
Swamiji. As we grew up, we began to notice a significant 
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change in our association with the ashrama as well as in 
our participation in its activities. The puja, the bhajan , the 
annual celebrations with the attendant meetings, speeches, 
devotional dramas and so on were not just for popular 
appeal but for creating a cultural climate in our minds 
leading to a very clear and definite spiritual goal in our 
lives. I now recall with gratitude that it was Swami 
Vishadanandaji who created that conducive atmosphere 
in the ashrama. What was more, the same Swami who 
tried to help me understand the instructions given to me 
by Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj at the time of initiation 
years ago, now helped me when I came of age to become 
a sanyasini in the Sarada ashrama founded by him in 1948. 
The Swami graciously accepted me as one of its inmates 
in 1950 and gave me enough strength to face and 
overcome the many obstacles naturally inherent in such 
a novel venture. 

For the next thirty years, I grew up receiving liberal 
education and hard training in all sorts of work from 
manual labour to meditation. During the Navaratri -pooja 
and the annual celebrations, we were entrusted with the 
heavy responsibility of decorating the palanquins for 
procession, preparing food offering to Bhagavan, 
supervising the rehearsal and staging of dramas by the 
ashrama children, looking after the women devotees 
visiting the ashrama etc. I still remember and try to put 
into practice his advice that all work, whatever be the 
nature, be done as worship to Sri Ramakrishna. The 
Swami’s own life was the best example of how one could 
do any work as worship to God. 

He was at his best when he began speaking on Sri 
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Ramakrishna. It was not speaking but singing songs 
composed by himself impromptu. For hours, there would 
be the flow of melodious music from him. He would 
become ecstatic and forget whether anyone was listening 
or not. He had composed scores of tuneful songs on Sri 
Ramakrishna, tuneful as well as meaningful. They helped 
one to meditate on Sri Ramakrishna whom the Swami 
described as the principle of truth crystallised, divinity 
which transpierced and transcended the entire universe. 
The Swami’s life was one of total absorption in the sweet 
bliss of Ramakrishna-consciousness. He was swimming 
in it and singing it to himself or loudly for hours on end. 
Noticing this state in him, many wrote him off as one 
touched in the brain. When someone among us threw a 
hint of it to the Swami, his calm reply was, “If a thousand 
Ganges were to flow together in a flood, who can prevent 
the deluge?” 

Here I must place on record, my gratitude to the 
Swami for a favour specially shown to me. It was in 
connection with his book, Sri Ramakrishna Bhagavatam, 
the story of Bhagavan’s advent, written in verse and 
completed in 28 days. It was indeed a stupendous and 
superhuman feat. He used to write for 7-8 hours every 
day after the morning worship and before the evening 
meditation. I was entrusted with the task of collecting 
the biographical material for it from source books in 
English and place it in a condensed form before him 
every day. It was an exacting, challenging piece of work 
which required my carefully going through hundreds of 
pages of printed matter and preparing short notes in 
Malayalam. During those days, that was my pre- 
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occupation and everything else including food and sleep 
was inconsequential, almost nothing. But the reward I 
reaped from it was rich and sumptuous - unbroken 
meditation on Sri Ramakrishna Deva- It was indeed a 
rare felicity and blessing. 

In the whirl of the wheel of time, nothing is static. 
Vast changes have taken place in the life of individuals 
and institutions and it is perhaps poindess to enquire into 
their ‘why’ and ‘how’. I no longer live under the 
organisational umbrella of Nirmalananda Mandalam or 
Sarada ashrama. However, I do not feel that I am roodess, 
nor do I suffer from a sense of alienation from my 
primary loyalty and affiliation. Wherever I am and 
whatever I do, my days spent in the spiritual atmosphere 
of the Niranjan and Sarada ashramas and my association 
with Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj and Swami 
Vishadanandaji Maharaj will ever colour my life as the 
determining, formative influence. Above all, the loving 
care with which Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj trained 
me and moulded my life is what I treasure and cherish 
most. That and the debt of gratitude I owe him cannot 
be confined to this side of eternity. 

Tasmai Sri Gurave IS! amah 
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LIVED RAMAKRISHNA SPIRIT 


Swami Nishkamananda 


I feel pardonably proud to feel that I am blessed 
by Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj and accepted as one 
of his monastic disciples. He was the foremost disciple 
of Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj who spiritually 
awakened Kerala with the message of his Master, Sri 
Ramakrishna Paramahamsa. Following in the footsteps 
of his guru , the Swami was able to bring many spiritual 
aspirants to the holy feet of Sri Ramakrishna and to His 
life - giving teachings. I feel a deep sense of self fulfilment 
knowing that my guru’s grace brought me also to the same 
goal of human life. I hasten to offer my heart devotion 
and gratitude at the feet of my guru, Swami Vishadanandaji 
Maharaj. 

The strongest impression of my guru that I still 
carry in my mind is that Sri Ramakrishna was more than 
everything to him - Vedanta Brahman, incarnations of 
God, divinity and all. He was the living exemplar of the 
spirit of Sri Ramakrishna, Ramakrishna - consciousness, 
for he had nothing to speak on or sing about except the 
grandeur of Sri Ramakrishna’s divinity. His devotion to 
Sri Ramakrishna which bubbled and surged like an eternal 
fountain was both absolute and infectious. And all the 
varied activities such as the building of the Nirmalananda 
Temple, publication of his Ufe and Teachings, founding 
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of the Nirmalananda Mandalam, running the monthly 
journal, Tulasi - Sugandham, carried out in association 
with his brother-monks were inspired by his sense of 
dedication to Sri Ramakrishna. No doubt, the Swami’s 
guru - bhakti was no less deep and strong. But what 
was obvious to all was that Sri Ramakrishna was the be- 
all and end-all of his whole life. 

The life he led in the ashrama as its President, was 
as austere and ascetic as the life of the Rishiso fold. In 
fact, it was the continuation of his life of penance in 
the Himalayas. His was a life of total detachment, of 
simplicity and purity. He owed nothing, desired nothing 
for himself. It was enormous and efficient work that he 
was doing, almost round the clock. The money that he 
was spending for the ashrama ran into several thousands 
of rupees. His disciples and devotees, many of them 
very rich and influential, were numerous. But these did 
not affect him in the least; even the mantle of the guru 
sat but lightly on his shoulders. He was always his 
dignified self - a humble instrument of Sri Ramakrishna 
chosen to carry on, and if possible,to complete the work 
left unfinished by his guru, Swami Nirmalanandaii 
Maharaj. 1 

It was my gurds conviction that the life of a sanyasi 
should be primarily one of renunciation. Service to the 
poor and the needy came only next to pooja, japa, 
dhyana and swadhyaya. As was his conviction, so was 
his action: his days were spent in prayer, worship and 
meditation. During the sat-sang sessions with the 
devotees, he used to speak only on the glory of Sri 
Ramakrishna, the technique of meditation, other 
spiritual exercises and so on. Even the songs he 
composed or the short plays he wrote had 
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this single theme fot its burden. So also with regard to 
the letters he had written to his disciples and devotees. 
He was very particular that among the many ashramas, 
the one at Ottapalam should be a sadhana ashrama, a 
centre exclusively for spiritual practices, a quiet place for 
religious retreat away from the din and bustle of service 
institutions like schools, hospitals orphanages, hostels and 
so on. He believed that the supreme duty of a devotee 
was to hold the divinity of Sri Ramakrishna as the ideal 
and to strive to reach it. That was just what my guru Swami 
Vishadanandaji Maharaj was trying to do and succeeded 
in doing. May he shower his blessings on us, his children. 

fai Sri Ramakrishna 


SWAMI VISHADANANDAJI AS I KNEW HIM 


Swami Kaivalyananda 
President, 

Sri Ramakrishana Ashrama, Kayamkulam 


“I do not know anything about your Lord 
Ayyappa. I am immersed in Ramakrishna consciousness 
and I shall initiate youin Ramakrishna— hAantram. If you 
want it, reach here tomorrow morning by 7 O’clock — 
these were the words with which Swami Vishadanandaji 
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Maharaj brought my first meeting with him in 1 974 to an 
unceremonious close. An ardent devotee of Lord 
Ayyappa arid a regular pilgrim to Sabarimala for years, I 
used to meditate on Him as my chosen deity. In my 
youthful impetuosity, I had argued with the Swami about 
the propriety of considering one form of God as 
superior or inferior to another. To this, the Swami’s 
answer was a disarming smile followed by his ‘take-it- 
or-leave-it’ offer of initiation. 

I was quite upset when the Swami brusquely 
brushed aside my request for the !A yyappa-Mantram. ’ But 
it did not occur to me then that one could not ask a 
diamond merchant to sell glittering marbles. What would 
the doctor do if the patient demanded the medicine he 
liked instead of his liking the medicine prescribed by the 
doctor? So then, I decided to accept the ‘Ramakrishna 
Mantram’ from the Swami. Also, readings from Swami 
Vivekananda’s works had created in me an urge to seek 
a realized soul as my guru. The search had taken me to 
the presence of Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj. And 
then, to go away from him empty-handed was something 
that militated against my better sense. So, I turned up at 
the ashrama early next morning, when the Swami 
graciously called me inside the shrine and blessed me with 
the ‘R amakrishna-mahamantram’ . 

“I know a God’s lot about Sri Ramakrishna - the 
mahavatard’ said Swami Vishadanandaji once to a group 
of devotees, “as well as the vast symbiotic changes in 
world religions no less than in cosmic phenomena. 
Hereafter spiritual aspirants attaining God- consciousness 
will have the unique experience of their chosen deity 
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( Ishta ) first entering into and then coming out of the 
divine form of Sri Ramakrishna before finally merging 
in it.” These words of the Swami might sound so much 
tall talk and tall claim to anyone unacquainted with him. 
But quite different will be their effect on those who have 
known him intimately. To them, the Swami was not just 
a spiritual aspirant ( sadhaka ), but one of attainment 
{siddha - purusha ). Much, very much more than a 
Ramakrishna - sanyasin, he was a Ramakrishna- gata-prana, 
one whose whole being and bhava (nature) were interfused 
with the divinity of Sri Ramakrishna. This is the overall 
and overwhelming conviction his pure-perfect life has 
created in me. 

As I came to understand my guru’s saintly grandeur 
more and more, my desire to become an inmate of the 
ashrama also began to increase correspondingly. When 
I approached the Swami with this new request, his answer 
was, “ I do not compel anyone to embrace the monastic 
life against the wishes of the parents. Now, complete 
your studies first, and then if you can come away 
relenquishing all family ties, I shall be happy to train you 
and look after your spiritual welfare - of your parents as 
well!” Three years later in 1977,whenlmetmy£»raand 
renewed my request, he readily accepted me as an inmate 
of the ashrama. Thus, I became a brahmachari and after 
two years, my guru blessed me also with sanyasa-deeksha. 

The five years from 1 977 to 1 982 that I spent with 
my guru can be described as the period of training and 
education in monastic life. My guru did not teach me 
anything directly- in so many words. He expected me to 
observe him closely and learn what I could from his life. 
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He used to say that he had learnt everything by studying 
the day- to-day activities of Tulasi Maharaj, his gurudev. 
In fact, there was plenty I had to learn from my gum if 
only I cared to keep myself awake and sensitive to what 
he was saying and doing. 

The Swami used to get up at 2.30 a.m. and after 
bath meditate till 5 O’clock when he would enter the 
shrine for morning worship. Similarly, he used to sit in 
meditation far into the night. Coming to know of this, I 
once asked him whether he had any sleep at all at night. 
To this, his reply was that his sleep was not getting lost in 
darkness but finding himself engulfed in waves of rare 
beauty and joy! His daily worship was not so much a 
matter of ritualistic correctness as of feeling the living 
presence of Sri Ramakrishna. In that mood of intense 
devotion or self- absorption, he would laugh and talk, 
and sometimes plead and shout words of warning to the 
dismay of those who stood watching the morning 
worship. The Swami’s elaborate worship in an elevated 
mood was so fascinating that it seemed a sight for the 
gods to see. As he stepped out of the shrine room at the 
end of it, he appeared a very different man with his eyes 
and face lit up with an ethereal glow. 

After the worship, it used to take quite some time 
for the Swami to come to the normal level of daily 
routine. On some days he would go on humming or 
singing the glories of Sri Ramakrishna, and on some 
other days vax eloquent on his experience of the several 
realms of existence ( mandalams ). The talk could be on 
the soul’s progress from one world to another, like the 
pitru—loka or the antarala—loka or on the soul’s re-birth. 
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the process of its coming down from a higher realm to 
take a corporeal frame. Sometimes, the Swami would 
speak on the good and evil powers, particularly on the 
Brabmanandakari sakti without whose blessings man could 
never cross the sea of pain and grief - samsara. This 
power was invoked and installed in Sringeri by 
Sankaracharya, the same power worshipped by Sri 
Ramakrisha as the Divine Mother. The two books, 
written by the Swami, “Spiritual Science” and 
“Conversations on Spirit Divine” were the result and 
evidence of his communion with those powers. Once he 
declared that besides the two paths ’of devayana and pitru- 
yana, there was also the third path called anandayana taken 
by the sadhak s and sadhu s after death. 

Devotees from far and near used to reach the 
ashrama in numbers to attend his evening meditation 
classes and to listen to his wonderful talks on his 
wonderful mystic experiences. He used to instruct us in 
installing Sri Ramakrishna in the lotus of our hearts. We 
were to visualise that the whole cosmos was enveloped 
in light and that the effulgent form of Sri Ramakrishna 
was seated facing us on the throne of our hearts as the 
light of lights. Glorifying Sri Ramakrishna before 
attentive listeners was meat and drink for him. So also 
teaching meditation techniques and spiritual disciplines 
to earnest seekers. He had composed hundreds of tuneful 
bhajan-songs in glorification of the Ramakrishna trinity. 
He once said that often listening to them sung in soulful 
bhava, he used to go into a deep trance-like state. He 
was never tired of telling us that spiritual exercises like 
japa and dhyana were far more important than service or 
worship to the God in man. He was also of the opinion 
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that the present day ‘temple religion’ was mere 
religiosity, full of pompous show with little or no 
spirituality in it. 


He was a true Ramakrishnaite, a fanatical one if 
you hke. He used to say that his whole being, body and 
soul, was pervaded and inter-penetrated by the divine 
spirit of Sri Ramakrihsna. He used to tell us again and 
again that he was not an ordinary guru but one who had 
taken the full spiritual responsibility of all those whom 
he had blessed with mantra-deeksha. Yet, he had his feet 
firmly planted on the ground. As the President of the 
Ashrama, he was very particular in looking after the 
comforts of the devotees - food, sleeping materials hot 
water or anything they needed. He would not tolerate 
any lapse in this regard and would take the erring 
ashramite severely to task. 


I clearly remember the incident in which I 
happened to be the unfortunate offender. The occasion 
was the busy period of the annual celebrations in the 
ashrama. The Swamiji had asked me to prepare a few 
special food items for the guests from Mysore and 
Madras. Somehow, I forgot all about it and failed to 
feed the guests properly. When he came to know of it 
he hauled me over the coals and roasted me alive. But a 
greater punishment for me was when I saw the Swamiji 
shedding ‘tears such as angels weep’ for his failure in 
properly entertaining the guests. It was also an invaluable 
unforgettable lesson to me. Then I remembered what he 
used to say, “To me devotees are Sri Ramakrishna 
Himself. That was how Tulasi Maharaj had taught me” 
True, the loving hospitality he showed to the devotees 
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who visited the ashrama surpassed the care and love of 
parents to their children. 

Yet he lived the life of an ascetic to the very end. 
A hard bench in a hall was all his luxury. He used the 
clothes, the shoes,the umbrella etc. till they were worn thin 
and fit enough only to be thrown away. He was very 
careful in spending money, ‘the sweat and blood of the 
devotees.’ It was with very great difficulty that a devotee 
from Madras got Mm to agree to have a fan fixed on the 
wall above the bench . “If the Ramakrishna ashramas 
are rich to day,” the Swami once observed, “it is because 
Sri Ramakrishna did not touch money.” That was the 
ideal and he never even once wanted it down in spite of 
the innumerable difficulties he had to face in managing 
the ashrama over the years. Even when he was in the 
midst of busy activity or passing through a period of 
adversity, pain and suffering, he was enjoying undisturbed 
calm within. This was never more evident than when heart 
trouble, urinary infection, partial paralysis of the legs and 
a host of other ailments gave him acute and insufferable 
pain. But even then, his face was radiating peace and joy 
giving the devotees no inkling of the inevitable end. True 
to his own words that he would give up his body on an 
auspicious day, the Swami passed away on the 23 rd of 
January 1985 which was the punya- thithi of Brahmanandaji 
Maharaj. 

I once heard the Swami saying “ Sanyasa is the 
highest station in human life and a sanyasi of an even 
ordinary run is far nobler than a grihastha (householder)”. 

I have seen him always showing great respect to sanyasins 
m general, irrespective of their sampradaya (the Order) 
and ways of life. 


— (U3> 


' | He lived in Sri Ramakrishn a ] 

I look upon myself as supremely fortunate in 
becoming one of his monastic disciples. I do not ask for 
more. 

Jai S ri Sadguru Maharaj kijai 


HE LOOKS AFTER ME 


Swami Nirupamananda 


The Life of Sri Ramakrishna affected me so 
deeply that as soon as I finished reading the book, I took 
the decision to become a sanyasin. Completing my high 
school studies, I left home and went straight to Sri 
Ramakrishna Ashrama, Puranattukara, Trichur, where my 
elder brother, Swami Sakranandaji was staying. I could 
not stay there as an inmate for long as I had to return 
home owing to my mother’s illness. It was during that 
period that Dr. Rudrani Amma of Shertalai advised me 
to meet Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj, President of the 
Sri Ramakrishna Niranjan Ashrama, Ottapalam. 

I lost no time in meeting the Swami with whom I 
had a long discussion. At the end of it, the Swami said, 
If you#rc that earnest ’ 1 am wiling to give you sanyasa- 
aeeksha. And so, on an auspicious day in 1974, the 
Swami made me a member of the Ramakrishna Order 
of Sanyasms in the presence of a large gathering of 
devotees which included my parents, ffiends and relatives. 

1 was given the monastic name, Nirupamananda. At the 
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end of the ceremony, he said good-humouredly, “Your 
sanyasa looked like a wedding! It is not usual on the part 
of the parents to let their son become a sanyasi. Out 
here they have come to celebrate it like a festival!” 

Soon after, I took leave of ray guru and returned 
to Mattakkara where, by his grace alone, I was able to 
build a small temple on a plot of land gifted by a devotee. 
Graciously accepting my request, my guru installed an 
ancient Siva-Parvati idol as well as a photo of Sri 
Ramakrishna and performed the consecration ceremony 
of the temple in 1974 itself. This was the first time in 
twenty years that he had left his ashrama even for a day 
and so he returned the same day after giving a talk for 
half an hour. He waited to accept no hospitality except 
a cup of tea, refusing to receive even the taxi fare. For 
me and for the assembled devotees, it was liberal 
education in renunciation and service. 

As instructed by my guru, I looked after the affairs 
of the temple as an instrument of God, paying the greatest 
attention to sadhana. Subsequendy, a two-acre plot was 
gifted to me and the work of building a Sri Ramakrishna 
Ashrama was completed followed by the construction 
of a Sarada Ashrama. The place has now become an 
Ashrama complex with several inmates, devotees and 
guests making use of it as a holy place of spiritual retreat. 
All this has been made possible because of the grace of 
the guru. True to his advice, we live as the servants of Sri 
Ramakrishna. Every brick in the ashrama complex has 
been an offering from sincere devotees and true to his 
blessing, God continues to provide the ashrama with all 
that it needs. My guru's consoling, reassuring words of 
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benediction are our strength and inspiration: “Blessed 
are those who work as the humble servants of Sri 


AN OCEAN OF LOVE 

Swamini Ambikananda 

s«. Sarada Ashrama, S.R.K.Nagar, Ottapalam 

of r J° nly * OSe r who are blessed with the special grace 

in ? hof ’ SayS S T Sankara> <g£t the me Privilege of ferv- 
mg holy men and taking shelters their feet.’ Obviously I 

have it in good measure, forhowelsel find myself bathed 1 
i the pure love of Swami Vishadanandaji Mahlraj! He was 
an Ocean of ove, pure and peerless, the moon who rained 
nectar-sweet love on all’- these expressive epithets 3 
no' 1 '”!? f le ^ wal ™ glorified Sri Ramakrishna in a songcom- 

natot of 1 S£emed admirably to describe hfs own 

nature of loving concern for all. 

i ° nce a f ew dev °tees of the Swami met him at the 

ST* 0 g£t kS ^ SSlngS b£fore g01ng - a pilgrimage 
to Dakshineswar and other holy places in the North The 

devotee who had accompanied them to the railway station 
returned to report to the Swami that the pilgrim-devotees 
were determined to make the journey in^pfe G f ” 
way teack damaged by flood waters L seLal phtt 
Uk - The Swaml was visibly upset, concerned £th their 
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safety. He used to make earnest enquiries about them and 
eagerly waited for some news from them. Such was his pa- 
rental care that he was at peace with himself only when the 
devotees met him on their safe return! 

On another occasion, I was reading out to the Swami 
the news item of the Sinhalese in Sri Lanka going on a ram- 
page, indulging in widespread looting and arson in Tamilian 
settlements. At once, he exclaimed, ‘ O God! Our Swami 
Chidroopananda is there; I wish he were out of harm’s way. 
He spoke those words in tones of such anxiety that his only 
concern in the world seemed to be the safety of the Swami. 
Soon, it was known that he had returned from Sri Lanka 
and was staying in an ashrama in Tamil Nadu. Immense was 
his feeling of relief and joy at this happy turn, but one won- 
dered whether it was the same Swami who used to sing the 
glories of Sri Ramakrishna loudly and long and in utter self- 
forgetfulness! 

Nor was his love confined to those who had taken 
shelter in him. It made no distinction between ashramaites 
and non-ashramaites, devotees and non-devotees, ‘insiders’ 
or ‘outsiders’. Within the fold of the Swami’s indiscrimi- 
nate compassion came the sick and the suffering, the 
disowned, the orphaned and the destitutes of every 
description.To the weak, he was a tower of strength, and a 
safe port of refuge to the forlorn and the fugitives from 
life. He was truly an ocean of love and compassion, and 
those who approached him knew how his very presence 
was smoothing, healing and life-giving. Never once had 
anyone in want returned from him empty-handed. Nor had 
a seeker left his presence without getting spiritually enriched. 
He was generous, profuse and prodigal in offering help and 
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ments of Sri Gurumaharaj found in the Gospel such as ‘those 
-who come here will be liberated,’ are given a novel inter- 
pretation. Any number of such instances can be gathered 
from the pages of 'Thulasee-Sugandham. 

Innumerable were the tuneful, soulful songs the 
Swarm had composed on Sri Ramakrishna which continue 
to exercise an irresistible charm on the devotees, even on a 
person like me utterly innocent of any music. Their thought- 
and-emotion evoking literary excellence is the dominant 
feature which has made them my favourites. Similarly, his 
writings instinct with his own spiritual experiences and ca- 
pable of creating similar experiences in the aspirants at one 
remove or two. In general, it can be said that he has not 
spoken a syllable or written a word that has not helped a 
seeker to know more about Sri Ramakrishna and move 
closer to Him. Every act of his has been to highlight the 
Ramakrishna ideal. Indeed, his whole life has been an offer- 
ing and worship at the lotus feet of Sri Ramakrishna. 

“Premoudarya-Swabhavaya 
S antha-Gambheera-roopine 
Vishadananda-namaya 
Tasmai Sri Gurave namah” 

Salutations to my Gum, Swami Vishadananda whose 
very nature was generosity and love and whose magnificent 
form was supreme serenity. 


— I H » ''ved in Sri RamalhsteTl 

AT HIS HOLY FEET 


Mata Kripananda 

It was in September, 1975 during the Navaratri 
fesuval that I had the good fortune to meet Swami 
Vishadanandaji Maharaj at the Sri Ramakrishna Niranjan 
Ashrama, Ottapalam. Indescrtbabie was the joy that I 
felt during my four-day stay in the Sarada Ashrama 7 After 
a refreshing bath in the full-flowing river nearby, I used 
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pooja, the homa and the chanting of the Chandi by the 
Swami, sat-sang with him and so on from 4 a.m. to 9 p m 
It was a heavenly experience, and the atmosphere of the 
ashrama made divine by the Swami’s personality and 
presence. Before I returned to Mattakkara, the sLimi 
was gracious enough to give me mantra-deeksha and accept 
me as one of his own. That was a significant turning 
point m my life. & 

But I was not fully satisfied with it but wanted to 
become a sanyas, ni. So one day, I wrote to my guru of my 
yearning to lead a monastic life. He wrote back asking 
me to go to him at Ottapalam. But before I could take 
the journey, I got another letter from him asking me to 
Stay on. He wished that I should build a place there for 
the women devotees to spend a few days in spiritual 
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devotee gifted a two acre plot and built a house on it 

which became the Sarada Ashrama where I continue to 
stay as its oldest inmate. 
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- I could meet my guru for the second time only in 
1982, seven long years after I was blessed with mantra- 
deeksha. He was resting after his surgical treatment. 
Though weak and tired , he spoke to me for quite a while 
on spiritual matters. He lovingly told me that I had 
unnecessarily taken the trouble of travelling all the way 
to meet him. He assured me that I would get spiritual 
awakenment remaining at the Sarada Ashrama and doing 
sadhana there. Touching Swami Nirupamananda who was 
sitting close by, my guru said that I could have my sanyasa 
from him. Taking the dust of his holy feet, I returned to 
Mattakkara. Alas! I hardly thought that that would be 
my last meeting of my guru\ 

At Mattakkara ashrama complex we offer daily 
worship to him in our shrine and feel his presence. The 
place, sanctified by the dust of his holy feet, is to us a 
sacred spot, a punya-teertham. As commanded by our guru , 
Swami Nirupamananda gave me sanyasa-deeksha and the 
name “Kripananda”, the name our guru wanted to give 
to some but could not - so we learnt from Swami 
Chidananda of Sri Sarada Ashrama, Ottapalam. Though 
my guru does not live in his gross body, he still guides me 
at every step. My feeling is that I am safe at his holy feet 
where I have offered myself to him. 


Harih Om Tat Sat. 
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MY REMINISCENCES OF 
SWAMI VISHADANANDA 


Dietlind Kloppmann 
Germany 

In January 1964, 1 went for the first time to India. 
In Almora, I met Mrs. Elliter Laan, a Hollandaise pupil 
of Swami Yatiswarananda who told me about Swami 
Vishadananda, helped me to contact him and to visit him 
for the first time in December 1970. 

I was a total “greenhorn” concerning the customs 
in an Indian Ashrama. I had no idea how to behave in 
the presence of a Swami, such an enlightened soul as 
Swami Vishadananda. 

In a very sweet and calm way he received me, 
appointed a strict time table for my hours of meditation 
and routine of my daily life and checked what I got to 
eat. He let me eat with him at the same table, and above 
all, allowed me to meditate in his presence while he was 
doing the morning worship in the shrine. 

After breakfast, he kindly let me ask questions 
about his books, “Spiritual Science”, which I had received 
one year earlier. Every morning he instructed me in the 
field of spirituality and always our conversation very soon 
drifted into higher states of cosmic Divinity. Among 
other things he said, ‘You know that the most sublime 
principle is awareness of Divine Consciousness. By a 
mere wish, it can bring up any number of cosmic 
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existences. Human souls who are the glories or parts of 
the same Divinity can also wish, and their wishes also 
will bring up effects. By constant and continuous attempts 
of worship and meditation, one makes one’s wish 
stronger and stronger. That wish activates Cosmic 
Divinity and it is possible that a glory may appear from 
that cosmic wonder as the God of one’s faith and 
conception. 

It is really wonderful to think about the glory of 
God Impersonal Who is beyond everything else. But 
people are not fit or prepared to think about such a God. 
So, they follow different personalities, powers with 
wonderful glories; and they accept those Gods as objects 
of their worship and meditation. By undergoing such 
meditations, those votaries attain realisations of God of 
their conception or imagination in the state of God- 
consciousness. That may be an intermediary state, but 
yetis of divine peace and blessedness. One who is capable 
of meditation upon such an object is fit to go beyond 
personal meditating. He will attain sublime Divinity or 
brahman. One may visualize oneself as infinite expansion 
of Divine Light and merge into that in meditation or 
expand as infinite Light Divine”. 

With teachings like these, I left Ottapalam and 
returned in December 1972, before leaving Asia at the 
end of our second stay in Kabul, Afghanistan, where we 
were working for the German Developing Aid. 

Of course, this time meditation was of the 
greatest importance. Swami Vishadananda once wrote 
in a letter, “Meditation alone is my path of Spiritual life, 
although I consider all other steps such as japa, worship. 
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prayer, chanting and reading sacred books as spiritual 
practices helping one in spiritual attainment.” 

During his morning worship, I meditated in his 
presence in the shrine. Before lunch and in the afternoon, 
I used to meditate for 1-2 hours on the upper balcony 
surrounding Swami Nirmalananda’s Shrine-room. Also 
before going to sleep I meditated in my bed-room. 
Sometimes I was in such a high spiritual mood that I could 
not get out of it. Once, when failing in getting me out, 
the sisters and brothers called Swamiji for help. He told 
me very seriously: “you must not get into such a state. 
You have a family and are responsible for your and their 
welfare.” But when I told him that the spiritual moods 
are going on even in the night, he said: “ yes, thus it is. It 
must be”. 

Several times I asked the Swami for a mantra. One 
day, he said, “I give you a mantra , but I am not a guru”. 
This mantra is alive within me till today and it is not only 
opening infinite realms to me but it is also a bond with 
our beloved Swamiji that never loses its power and will 
never fade. 


AT THE FEET OF MY GURU 

Desh Ratna Dr. N. Chandrasekharan Nair 

My first visit to Ottapalam was in 1967 to assume 
charge as Professor and Head of the Department of 
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Hindi in the local N.S.S. College. As a new - comer, I was 
a total stranger to the public. Within a short time, 
however, I was able to have wide contacts with the public 
by virtue of my association with social service 
organisations like the SarvodayaMandalam, Bharat Yuvak 
Samaj, the Mahatma Gandhi Centenary Celebration 
Committee etc. But what took my breath away was a letter 
that I received from Sreemat Swami Vishadanandaji 
Maharaj, President, Sri Ramakrishna Niranjan Ashrama. 

It ran thus: “I have been hearing about you and 
your good work for some time now. Can you not spare 
some time to visit the Ashrama? I hope you will make it 
convenient to visit this place before long ...” It was full 
of warmth and goodwill couched in the inviting idiom 
of our liberal culture. As I finished reading the letter, I 
felt that more than an invitation, it was a shower of 
blessings from a venerable sage profoundly centred in 
spiritual wisdom. For the first time in my life, I happened 
to receive benediction from a saindy person and the sense 
of blessedness I felt then was truly overwhelming. After 
college hours that very day, I went to the ashrama, reaching 
there by 5 p.m. 

My mental picture of the President Swamiji was 
that he would be a busy person in his office room sitting 
on a decorated chair and surrounded by several assistants. 
Or he would be encircled by an aura of holiness, very 
much exclusive and stand - offish, and served by a band 
of brahmacharins going about their duties in hushed 
efficiency. I was not familiar with the formalities to be 
observed in an ashrama and so I was not all that easy in 
my mind at the prospet of meeting the Swamiji. But all 
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my worked-up apprehensions were soon set at rest when, 
within minutes of my reaching the ashrama, I was led 
into his presence. He was sitting on a bare bench placed 
close to the wall by the side of a window of the hall. As 
soon as he saw me, he half rose from his seat and 
welcomed me warmly and courteously which touched me 
deeply. Not knowing how to behave before a sanyasi , I 
just bowed my head before him in all humility which he 
acknowledged with due diginity. When he invited me to 
take a seat, I moved towards another bench placed near 
the Swami’s. But he beckoned me to sit by his side on his 
own bench. The affection and the intimacy he showed to 
me exceeded my fondest expectations. I was a nobody 
to him and yet he was magnanimous to accept me as his 
own. On that day and for the first time in my life, I knew 
what it was to be conquered by love. It was very much 
more than a pleasurable sensation. I was overwhelmed. 

The Swami made kind enquiries about my 
academic and service activities in which he showed keen 
interest. On his part, he gave me an account of the 
ashrama activites and desired my participation in the 
ensuring celebrations in December. I hastened to assure 
him that I would be very happy to be of any service to 
him in the ashrama programme of activities. At this stage, 
a couple of German ladies came in and fell at the feet of 
the Swami. They were temporary inmates of the ashrama 
and were to leave the place soon as they got their ticket 
reservation confirmed. After their departure, the Swami 
told me, “I have a few more German disciples who had 
come to me after they had read my books in English. 
They have genuine interest in our philosophy and culture. 
They try to understand our thought and develop faith in 
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it. They convince us that, as seekers of spiritual truth, 
the whole world is one family.” 

The Swami influenced me deeply at my very first 
meeting with him. The abiding impression he left on me 
was that he could read me like a book and that it was for 
reasons best known to himself that he had shown such a 
deal of trust, love and nearness to me. This unlooked - 
for privilege and blessing drew me closer to the Swami 
and the varied activities of the ashrama to such an extent 
that I lived almost as an inmate of the ashrama all through 
the seven or eight years I spent at Ottapalam. When I 
invited him to the College to bless our Vivekananda 
Jayanthi celebrations, he readily and graciously agreed. I 
recall with pleasure and pardonable pride that it was his 
serene presence and his words of benediction that gave 
the function the touch of holiness it required and made 
it a memorable event. 

The Swami had a poet’s heart from which flowed 
poetry spontaneously and torrentially. It dealt with the 
divine powers, his own spiritual experiences and above 
all the divinity of Sri Ramakrishna. He used to compose 
verses impromptu and sang them tunefully for hours in total 
self-absorption. Sitting at his feet, I had wintnessed this 
several times in speechless wonder. Never once was he 
at a loss for an idea or its equivalent in words and phrases. 
It is not usual for the President Swami to do the daily 
worship in the shrine. But the presence of several 
devotees watching it spoke of its special significance. It 
was an object lesson in offering worship to God. Again, 
it is not usual for a Swami of his standing to worry about 
showing hospitality to the devotees visiting the ashrama 
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or feeding poor during the annual celebrations. This 
showed that spiritual wisdom and humanism were the 
two complementary aspects of his character and 
personality. 

I have always looked upon the Swami as an ancient 
rishi living in modern conditions, one who saw more 
than what met the eye. My only regret is that I could not 
meet him and sit at his feet earlier. In 1975, he gave me 
mantra-deeksha and accepted me as one of his innumerable 
householder disciples. Now that I have found in him my 
gum , I feel secure and blessed as a seeker of God. I had 
to leave Ottapalam the same year and it was only when 
the Swami was admitted in the Ramakrishna Mission 
Hospital, Trivandrum that I could sit at his feet again 
and serve him for a few days. Again during his last days, 
I could be by his side for a week. But when I reached 
home from Ottapalam it was the telegram conveying the 
heart-rending news of his mahasamadhi that greeted me! 
Within hours, my wife and me began our train journey to 
Ottapalam to attend his funeral. By the time we reached 
the ashrama at 8 pm., it was too late. All that I could do 
then was to prostrate before the smouldering pyre and 
go round it weeping. 

It is true that my guru , my spiritual guide no longer 
lives in a physical form. But he adorns my heart as the 
motivator and witness of all my thoughts and deeds. It is 
my supreme felicity that I can spend the rest of my life as 
a disciple of a holy man of astonishing spiritual 
attainments. The thought that I too was the object of his 
love and care, unworthy as I am, is endlessly comforting. 
Memory of my guru’s spiritual grandeur and of all that 
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he has done for me out of pure love and compassion 
will ever be the lamp unto my feet and the light into my 
heart. 


Salutations at the feet of my Guru. 

❖ 


MY GURUDEV 


P.D. Narayanan Nambudiri 


The month of May 1 982, marked a turning point 
in my life : the end of a dark period of disillusionment 
and blank despair, and the beginning of a bright chapter 
full of cheerful hope promising a joyous end. That was 
when I made my first visit to Sri Ramakrishna Niranjan 
Ashrama, Ottapalam, in response to a kind invitation 
from my good friend, Sri. S.K. Prakash. At the very first 
darshan of Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj, the President 
of the Ashrama, I felt that I was bathed in the stream of 
his loving benediction. I stood charmed in his presence, 
his serene face and eyes casting a strange spell on me. I 
was overpowered by an ineffable sense of peace and joy 
as if a huge load of doubts and fears was heaved off 
from my shoulders. 

The Swami was kind enough to let me stay in the 
ashrama for a week. It was a heavenly week for me, full 
of the happy calm that came over me after the storm 
within me had blown over. I felt sure then that the Swami 
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was my refuge, for his very presence was enough to fill 
my heart and soul with a life-giving ease to which I was a 
stranger for a long time. In no time and with no effort 
on his part, the Swami could perform the miracle of 
giving my vagrant, listless life a definite and meaningful 
direction. 

16 March, 1983 is a red-letter day in my life, 
for it was on that day that the Swami blessed me with 
mantra-deeksha and accepted me as his own. He graciously 
permitted me to stay in the ashrama for 3 months during 
which he taught and trained me in spiritual discipline. 
Those were happy days when I could enjoy sat-sang with 
my guru and the inmates of the ashrama. This gave me 
the required self-confidence to return home and continue 
my Sanskrit studies along with temple worship which was 
part of my duty. 

Soon I found out that Sanskrit studies and temple 
religion had very little spiritual content in them. In fact, 
the atmosphere there was worldly and I found myself 
drawn towards it at the expense of my sadhana. This 
depressed me no end and I cursed myself for exposing 
my mind to impure thoughts. The thought that I was 
fast becoming unworthy of my great guru, began to 
torment me and so I fled like the homing pigeon to the 
sanctuary of my guru ' s feet. Reaching his presence, I 
prostrated before him but did not touch his feet fearing 
that my mind’s contagious impurities might harm him. 
Even as I was standing a little away from him, he was 
making affectionate enquiries about me and in the process 
softening up my tension and putting me completely at 
ease. 
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Abruptly he beckoned me to his side and asked 
me to unbutton his shirt and massage his back which 
glowed a reddish golden hue. To touch his person and 
do some service was a rare privilege, and to me in that 
mental condition, it was truly a healing balm. As I was 
massaging his back in instinctive obedience to his 
command, I happened to remember the Holy Mother’s 
description of Sri Gurumaharafs complexion and my 
guru’s instructions to me that Sri Ramakrishna should be 
meditated upon with His form shining like molten gold! 
Somehow, the conviction that the Swami was mine own 
came over me. Also, his oft-repeated assurance, “you 
are my child and I will take you to Sri Ramakrishna”, 
made me feel that I am an intimate, well-beloved disciple 
of my great guru. That day he spoke to me for a long 
time instructing me in the many steps of sadhana often 
waxing eloquent whenever it touched upon wondrous 
experiences during the advanced stages of his own 
sadhanas. 

The last time that I saw my guru was when he was 
resting in Sarada Ashrama after the surgical treament he 
had undergone in Trivandrum. Patiently, graciously, he 
was explaining to me the meaning of the sacred mantra 
he had given me in all its depth. When Swami Divyananda 
attending on him reminded him of the doctor s advice 
not to tire himself with too much talk, the Swami appeared 
annoyed at the interruption but said in a solemn tone, 
“This boy is my child and I am speaking to him of things 
divine. If I were to die for that reason, well and good, 
let it be so.” Hearing his words of overflowing love and 
compassion for me, I burst into tears and fell at his feet 
silently praying for his blessings. My guru then placed 
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both his hands on my head and blessed me saying, “May 
you have spiritual awakening and attainment.” 

My immediate feeling when I heard of hi 
mahasamadhi was that he had left me an orphan. But now 
I feel his living presence at every turn in my life. My guru 
is my comfort, my strength and my refuge. 

All glory to my Gurumaharaj. 


DAYS WITH MY GURU 

Dr. S. Godavari Bai 
Bangalore 


It was on a blessed morning in the fourth week 
of December 1963 that I reached Sri Ramakrishna 
Ashrama at S.R.K.. Nagar, Ottapalam. I had set out in 
search of a guru who could be my future anchorage. The 
first place that I stopped at, was this ashrama about which 
I knew next to nothing. Like any other rationalist of that 
time, I had little respect for any theory or opinion, faith 
or dogma. I had even questioned the need for a guru and 
the propriety of his coming between an earnest seeker 
of Truth and the omniscient Brahman. However, in 
deference to the wishes of my elders, I decided to seek 
and find a guru of my specifications! 
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The first thing that impressed me as I entered the 
ashrama hall was that the President Swamiji was freely 
accessible. There was no formality like a fixed time tor 
the visitors, prior appointment or a long wait in the queue 
of devotees. I had just to wait a bit till he returned to the 
hall after washing his feet at the nearby well. The wooden 
bench he sat on served him as his office desk, dining table, 
meditation seat and the chair for an old, honoured guest 
- all in one! As he took his seat on the bench, he cordially 
welcomed me and I felt quite at home and well -settled. 

I chanced to make this first visit of mine to the 
ashrama just when the Swami had emerged as a new 
person from a fairly long period of intense spiritual 
sadhana. He was in the habit of ecstatically singing the 
glory of the Truth he had beheld face to face. The picture 
is ever fresh in my memory of how I sat at his feet in 
silent wonder, listening to the unending flow of words 
of Sri Ramakrishna, on Mother Divine and on things 
divine, half understandable and the other half beyond 
human understanding. His strange utterances in 
melodious voice laid an enchantment on my soul and a 
new vista began to open up before me as if m answer to 
the ringing of several incantatory bells within me. 
Gradually, the conviction came over me that here was 
what I was searching for - my guru, my anchorage. At his 
feet, my search ended. 

It was much later that I had come to know that 
the Swami was a disciple of Swami Nirmalananda who 
was one of the seventeen monastic disciples ot bn 
Ramakrishna Paramahamsa. At that point of time, as a 
youngster full of myself, I attached little importance to 
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such things as tradition, legacy, inheritance etc., and was 
inclined to dismiss them as so much of unnecessary 
annexures and appendages. Later on, however, I learnt 
to recognise its importance as links to an ancestry and 
continuity of the phenomenon of life. It opened a 
window on the untwisted truth that we had a beginning 
and that we belonged to something or somebody, whether 
we liked it or not. For example, the photo of Sri 
Ramakrishna with the Holy mother and the seventeen 
disciples or a copy of the Gospel of Sri 'Ramakrishna by 
Swami Nikhilananda, published in America. In short, I 
was thrilled to realise that in my search for a guru, I found 
myself directly connected with Sri Ramakrishna, that I 
too became a member of the great and growing family 
of SriRamakrishna devotees. 

My subsequent visits to my guru were welcome, 
blessed holy days for me. I was becoming conscious that 
his words of wisdom were beginning to shape my 
character and give a new direction and purpose for my 
life, With his eyes fixed afar while talking, the Swami 
looked a litde aloof. But I could feel that he was full of 
fatherly affection for me. This was evident from his letters 
to me which contained spiritual instructions as well as 
assurances of my future as a seeker of Truth. The days I 
spent in the ashrama were so pleasant and invigorating 
that I hardly knew the passage of time. I enjoyed the early 
morning bath in the river flowing nearby as well as making 
garlands for puja with the flowers plucked from the 
ashrama garden. Attending the morning worship done 
by the Swami was in itself a sadhana and a rewarding 
experience. 
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But the best was yet to be, sat- sang with the Swami 
aftet breakfast till the arrival of the noon - meal on his 
bench. The afternoon meditation session which would 
go on well after sunset would be followed by instruction 
in the technique of meditation. He used to sing songs 
gloryfying the grandeur of Sri Ramakrishna s divinity in 
drunken abandon and in his characterestic ‘kedaragauld 
tune Then, there would be bhajan by the inmates of the 
Sarada ashrama and joined by the ‘ashrama children 1 . And 
finally the vesperal service in the shrine by the Swami 
which would ring down the curtain on our sat-sang with 
the guru in the Ramakrishna ashrama. Often it continued 
in the Sarada ashrama where the Swami used to spend 
the nights as the watchman guard of its inmates! Informal 
talks on various religious topics used to go on far into 
the night. Sometimes, all sat in contemplative silience 
under the canopy of coconut trees and twinkling stars. 

There were also festive occasions such as Navaratri 
and the birthday celebrations of Sri Ramakrishna, the 
Holy Mother, Swami Vivekananda and Swami 
Nirmalananda. On all the days of the Navaratri festival, 
the Swami himself did the elaborate puja and homa 
followed by the chanting of select verses from the Chandt 
in his rich, sonorous voice which still rings in my ears, 
fills my mind’s eye. Days spent at his feet provided me 
with liberal education and recharged my weakened 
spiritual battery. As long as I basked in the sunshine of 
my guru’s blessings, I thought fondly enough, that the joyful 
privilege of sitting at his feet and imbibing a fraction of 
his spiritual wisdom would be mine for ever and a day. 

But that was not to be, for he is no longer there in 


our midst in the gross body for us to see and speak to. 
Nor can we hear his voice, eloquent and melodious, 
winging its way into our hearts. The place no longer 
wears the old, festive look, with crowds of devotees 
participating in the varied programme in silent devotion 
and awe. Nevertheless, as one enters the hall there and 
sees a few, fresh flowers placed on the bench, one 
nostalgically, prayerfully recalls the ever - pure figure of 
Swamiji sitting there with his eyes closed and the divine 
music flowing out, unfolding the amazing spiritual 
heights and depths where he was freely wandering as a 
lone voyager. These are the scenes and sounds and 
images imprinted and treasured in my memory which 
alone will be my consoling companions in the long 
journey of life ahead. 

Salutations to my guru. 


MY BELOVED SAVIOUR 
Dr. P.M. Subrahmanyan, U.S.A. 


I do not know where to begin and how, going down 
memory lane and digging up thoughts and images lying 
decades deep. My earliest memory was that, as a five- 
year old, I used to accompany my mother home from 
the ashrama after the evening puja, wearing the shirt 
and waving the stick Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj had 
given me to ward off the fears of the night! (I have 
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inherited both the shirt and the stick, dearly cherished 
and preserved by my mother as an invaluable treasure). 
On the death of my father, my family - mother, brother, 
sister and myself - was reduced to destitution. Then, it 
was Swami Nirmalanandaji who became our guardian 
who provided us with the basic necessities of life. He 
blessed us also with spiritual nourishment - mantra deeksha. 

I was an ‘ashrama boy’ in every sense and along with the 
other boys, I spent my time in the ashrama, making a lot 
of noise while running and playing and thus making a 
nuisance of myself to the elderly devotees and to the 
Swamiji himself. 

The passing away of Swami Nirmalanandaji 
Maharaj was a traumatic experience to us. To increase 
our distress , my elder brother also passed away soon 
after. The Lord must have heard our distress calls and 
cries of agony. When one door closed, another one 
opened! And the guardian angel who stood before us at 
the opened door was Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj. He 
came into my life as a living God. My recollections of 
the Swami begin from here when I was still a boy of eight 
or nine in 1938 - ‘39. 

I have had the privilege of knowing the Swami 
for several years. But as a young boy, I coulci not 
appreciate his greatness and wisdom and the divine riches 
which he liberally scattered all around. No doubt, I grew 
in an environment of divine glory provided by him in 
the ashrama. The puja, the bhajans, the processions, the 
meetings religious talks and, of course, the tasty prasadam 
were made palatable even to children like me by a process 
of osmosis. But I could not absorb and assimilate their 
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spiritual significance that age. However, I was quite aware 
of the benign kindness and love that he lavished on me. 
Now in my mature old age, I feel sure that it was his 
magnanimity and benevolence which profoundly 
influenced my life and shaped my value system. I often 
marvel at my great good fortune to have known him 
and received his benevolence and blessings in such ample 
measure. He provided me with all the essential 
nourishments for my material and spiritual well-being 
very much more than what my own parents could or 
would have done. I am eternally grateful to him for all 
the help that he has given me as an act of pure, unselfish 
love. 

I have had no formal schooling worth mentioning 
and under the prevailing circumstances I would have 
slid down the path of nothingness. The Swami must 
have taken pity on me or discovered some potential in 
me or again I must have done some pious deeds in my 
previous births to receive his boundless kindness and 
help. He asked me whether I was willing to accompany 
him to Trivandrum where I could live in the ashrama 
and go to school. I was thrilled; getting my mother’s 
blessings, I began the journey with the Swami. He took 
me to the Model School in the city where I became a 
student in the sixth standard. For my creditable 
performance in the entrance test, he gave me a treat at a 
restaurant on our return journey. In those days, he was 
my father, mother and God knows what he was not to 
me. And God alone knows what merit I had accumulated 
in the past to deserve his bountiful love and kindness. 

My life at Trivandrum was memorable for the 
( 08 ) 


parental care with which he looked after me. Ate rny 
school hours, I would help him as an errand boy m the 
dispensary or in the Prabuddha - Kcralam office where 
he used to work. But often I might have given him a lot 
of bother and tried his patience to the utmost. He wou d 
have laughed away my mischief and waywa^s a 
boyish pranks natural to a nine-year-old. What can do 
about iu now except to prayerfully ask for his forgiveness. 

I shed tears each time I think of how on my week-end 
and holidays, he used to give me some money so that 
could buy^weets or delicacy. Those wonderful days 
lasted just two years as the Swami had to return to 
Ottapalam to take up the work of publishing the Lie 
of Swami Nirmalanandaji Mahara,. I too came back after 
completing the school year in Trivandrum. 

Even when the Swami was busy with a score of 
duties and responsibilities pertaining to the as ^ ra “^ 
was all attention in the matter of my studies. He helped 
Te to complete my school and college education and to 
get a job I Bombay. His care and concern for me was 
?o great that even as a grown-up, I was e^ouraged to 
sleep in his room as of old. Once when I fell .ill with 
serious stomach problem necessitating my g° ln g to he 
toilet and bathroom several times during t eng > 
thought of sleeping elsewhere. But he insisted y 

sleeping in his room and for as long a time as I wanted. 
Pol my sake, he was happy to suffer all inconveniences 
and discomforts. I wonder whether any , moth “ ^ " r 
have been able to feed, clothe and nurse her child better. 

The Swami was all eyes and ears for the devotees 
visiting the ashrama. I was one of the boys entr^ted 
with the duty of receiving them and looking after the 
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comforts. He would look into the minutest details of 
offering hospitality to them. I was many times loudly 
scolded for my remissness in the matter and I learnt that 
entertaining guests was to him another form of 
worshipping God. Early morning tea or coffee, snacks 
and dishes to suit the different tastes, hot water, good 
warm sleeping materials and so on were provided for 
making their stay in the ashrama as comfortable as at 
home. In offering hospitality to guests, no householder 
host can match the Swami in any way! 

His compassion to the poor and the lowly knew 
no bounds. I have seen him listening very patiendy to the 
tales of misery told by the sick and the suffering and 
those who have lost their all in natural calamities. Tha 
Swami used to put his hand in the pocket, give them fifty 
or a hundred rupees and send them away very much 
relieved and happy. Cholera relief work by the Swami 
and one or two brother - sanyasins, had saved hundreds 
of lives. To the victims of the epedemic in remote 
villages, seeing the Swami was seeing God in human 
form. It was a saga of service, renunciation and sacrifice 
on the part of the Swami(s), getting up at 2am., walking 
miles and miles carrying bags of medicine and uncooked 
rice for the poor patients and returning around 1 0 pm. 
every day for months. And all this without expecting a 
word of thanks in return. He was a true Karma-Yogi and 
the only reward he sought was the privilege and pleasure 
of working for the well - being of others. To strike a 
personal note: he had spent a lot of time, money and 
energy to being me up from the sorry state of an orphan. 
Later in life when I had become self-sufficient, I requested 
him to let me send some money to him as a token of my 
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gratitude. He vehemently opposed the very idea and 
mandated that I never sent any money to him. However, 
he permitted me to send money, if I so chose, to the 
Sarada ashrama and to other similar institutions. I am 
glad that I have abided by his wish to this day. 

I must say in all humility that there is no aspect of 
my life which his love and kindness has not touched and 
shaped. Everything that I have accomplished m life I owe 
it to him, and to Swami Nirmalanandaji Mahara) before 
him. I seek their blessings as well as their forgiveness for 
all my defects and errors in life. My deepest regret is t at 
I have not been able to absorb much of their divinity, 
particularly of Swami Vishadananda,! Mahara, with 
whom I had the privilege of living for long years. I feel 
like a stone lying under a flowering rose bush with its 
exquisite beauty and aroma, and not like a bee enjoying 
the honey from the flower and getting inebriated by it 1 
hope and pray that by his grace and in good time that 
felicity also will be mine. In the meantime, I offer my 
heartfelt gratitude and reverential salutations at the feet 
of Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj, my all-in-all, my living 
God and my beloved Saviour. 


MY PATH TO SRI RAMAKRISHNA: 
S.V. Unnikrishnan 


It was in 1955 that I first met Swami 
Vishadanandaji Maharaj at Sri Ramakrishna Niranjan 
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ashrama, Ottapalam. My native place was only 8 kms. 
from the ashrama. But I had not heard of it or even 
of Sri Ramakrishna. Nor had I gone to the ashrama 
then for my sake. It was at the instance of a gentleman 
in Palakkad who wanted to have a picture of Sri 
Ramakrishna. The Swami appeared to me middle-aged 
and of robust health and gave me the impression that 
he was simple, austere and pure - hearted. He asked 
me to stay for lunch after which himself selected a 
fairly large - sized colour photo of Sri Ramakrishna 
for me. There was something charming about him - 
his transparent simplicity and disarming informality 
which greatly appealed to me. When I found that in 
the ashrama shrine Sri Ramakrishna was worshipped 
along with Vishnu, I asked the Swami whether it was 
proper to worship a human being. He quietly asked 
me to read the life of Sri Ramakrishna and try to 
understand his greatness. That was my first encounter 
with the Swami and through him my introduction to 
the life and teachings of Sri Ramakrishna. 

The more I came to be drawn towards Sri 
Ramakrishna, my visits to the ashrama to meet the 
Swami also became correspondingly oftener. I began 
to send a small amount of money every month as my 
offering which he used to acknowledge quite promptly. 
During this period my correspondence with him 
became regular. In every letter, the Swami would stress 
the importance of meditation besides the necessity of 
giving life a spiritual orientation. At times, I used to 
spend a few days in the ashrama when I would listen 
to him speaking at great length on the same theme 
and holding up Sri Ramakrishna as the ideal. Coming 
to know that receiving initiation from a spiritual master 
@) 
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was necessary for one’s progress as an aspirant I wrote 
to^heliwamHrom Trivandrum in 1960 seeking lMMUon 
from him. He advised me to get it too 
SwamiYatiswaranandaji Maharaj, President of the 
Bangalore ashrama for which Swami Tapasyanandap 
Maharaj President of the Trivandrum ashrama would 
help me. Accordingly, I proceeded in the ma «“ a “ 
Swami Yatiswaranandaji Mahara) graciously accepted 
as his disciple on his visit to the city the same year. 
(This incident showed how liberal and pure-hearted 
was and singularly free from the least taint of P re l" dlce 
or animus a^nst the Ramaknshna Mission which was 
grossly unfeir to Swami Nirmalanandaji Mahara) and 
his disciples. Another instance highlighting this noble 
Mature of the Swamij. was gladly accepting my 
Malayalam translation of Swami Virajanandap Mahara, s 
Puhnuth*-Pt*suig* for serialisation in Juhsce 

SugandhawiFngnnce of Tul.si-Sw.mi Nirma anandap 

Maharaj) of which he was the chief editor and 
publisher.) 

Absolute and uncompromising was his adherence 
to truth and righteous conduct. He also insisted on his 
disciples and devotees following that path. Once whe 
an inmate of the Ashrama was found guilty of joktmg 
this sacred rule, the Swami angrily shouted at t 
offender, “Being a monastic shower of Sr 
Ramakrishna, how dare you utter an untruth The 
Swami sent him away from the ashrama then and there, 
but I came to know that soon afterwards he relente , 
forgave the inmate and took him back into the ashrama. 

The Swami laid great stress on meditation to be 
practised regularly twice ^ day at a given time an^ 
r 
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gradually increasing its duration. He once told me that 
during the years he was in the Bangalore ashrama with 
his guru, he used to meditate for as long as eight hours 
every day. He used to say that while meditating, one 
should see the effulgent form of Sri Ramakrishna in 
the lotus of one’s heart and derive bliss from it. He 
called this mode of meditation Ananda-yaana or the 
path of bliss. The Swami desired that a few householders 
along with the monastics should be “spiritual 
laboratories”, leading an exclusively spiritual life of 
prayer and meditation. He wanted his ashrama to be a 
centre of spiritual retreat where maximum importance 
was given to japa and dhyana. Even during his last days, 
he used to invite devotees to join him in meditation 
after the evening arati. 

I had occasion to serve the Swami during the 
period of his stay in the Mission hospital at Trivandrum 
for surgical treatment. The doctors had advised him not 
to talk much as it would do harm to his weak heart. But 
the Swami seemed to pay scant respect to it. Once when 
he was in that elevated mood, he began speaking on Sri 
Ramakrishna’s divinity and on related spiritual topics 
with gusto. I tried gently to remind him of the doctor’s 
advice at which he was quite annoyed with me. He 
rebuked me for “meddling in his affairs” and scolded 
me quite harshly. His words did not hurt me in the least 
because I knew that he would not let disease or death 
come between him and Sri Ramakrishna. Besides, I knew 
how deep was his love for me. 


My last meeting with the Swami was about an year 
or so before his mahasamadhi. He had become weak 
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and his voice feeble. Yet, he spoke to me showing that 
he was ever happy to help earnest souls reach the goal. 
I felt keen sorrow at his departure from this world. I 
gratefully remember that it was Swami Vishadanandaji 
Maharaj who showed me the path to Sri Ramakrishna 
and the great spiritual movement in His name. I surely 
miss him and his words of love and inspiration. 


PRANAMS TO MY GURU 

T.S. Arya Devi 
Painkulam 


What can a poor soul like me say about the 
personality of my spiritual master, Swami 
Vishadanandaji Maharaj? It is like attempting to describe 
the nature of the atman or Brahman. I have had only 
limited opportunities to meet him and sit at his feet 
listening to his words of advice. But they were enough 
to convince me of his overflowing love and compassion 
towards the lowliest like me. 


It is not usual for a householder devotee or disciple 
to enjoy the freedom of staying in an ashrama for any 
length of time. But that was the privilege I had enjoyed 
at his hands. Each time it was with an unwilling heart 
that I used to take leave of him. To go away from the 
holy atmosphere of the ashrama and from sat-sang 
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with the guru was a wrench. He used to ask me to come 
to the ashrama again, soon.’ Once after bowing down 
before him, I told him that I was not going away for 
some more days yet. He looked at me as much as to say, 
“Who asked you to go away?” and then said with a 
pleased smile, “Very good; stay on as long as you want.” 
His serene, smiling face glowed with joy as he spoke 
those words. That picture of my guru overflowing with 
more than parental love for his humble disciple is ever 
fresh in my memory. 

In offering warm hospitality to the guests of the 
ashrama, my guru was unequalled. I have heard it said 
that only Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj, his guru and 
mentor, excelled him in this respect. He was equally 
insistent on giving a sumptuous feast to the poor on 
the birthdays of Bhagavan and Swami Nirmalanandaji 
Maharaj. It was daridra -Nara yana -puja in the truest 
sense of the term. He was equally liberal in helping the 
poor who approached him for relief. The ashrama under 
his presidentship looked after not only the spiritual but 
also the material well-being of quite a few famlies 
around it. 

Soon after my sister (Ambikananda) had joined 
the Sarada ashrama I went there to meet my guru and 
get his blessings. She was standing close by. Looking 
towards her, he told me, “see there, haven’t you noticed 
that round head?”, which was an obvious reference to 
my sister’s clean-shaven crown! Those words were 
expressive of the love and intimacy he showed to those 
whom he had accepted as his own. It was a touching, 
heart-warming, experience for both, my sister and me. 
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While my guru was lying ill in Sarada ashrama, I 
went there one day to pay my respects to him. He was 
very weak and tired and I sat at his feet. Eager to hear 
him speak a few words, I told him, “I have been 
fortunate to receive matra-deeksha from Thee”. To this, 
he replied feebly but in a firm voice, “It is enough if 
you do japa using that mantra. Leave the rest to me, 
you will be taken care of.” Those consoling, reassuring 
words of my guru have been my unfailing strength and 
support in all my life’s vicissitudes. After his 
mahasamadhi \ when I entered the hall of the ashrama, 
my eyes fell on the photograph of my guru placed where 
he used to sit. It seemed to me that the serenely - smiling 
face and the shining eyes were offering a warm, glad 
welcome to the dear disciple on her home - coming. All 
I could offer then at the lotus feet of my guru was my 
tearful, prayerful pranams. 

Guruh Saranam. 


A DIVINE PERSONAGE: 
K.V. Gofalakrishnan 


My first meeting with Swami Vishadanandaji 
Maharaj was during the three-day celebrations in 
December 1967. I was taken to the ashrama and 
introduced to him by my good friend and neighbour, 
_ 6i47l 
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the saintly Naanikutty Teacher who was an ardent devotee 
and a frequent visitor to the ashrama. My wife had 
accompanied me on this occasion to spend a day or two 
in the ashrama participating in the religious festival. Our 
very first darshan of the Swamiji produced in us the feeling 
that we were quite fortunate and blessed to reach the holy 
presence of a divine personage. As we bowed down and 
touched his feet, we felt that all our sins and sorrows 
were washed away in the Ganges of his grace and 
blessings. We experienced overwhelming joy at the 
thought that, in the Swamiji we found our protector and 
guide. His attitude and behaviour towards us might give 
others the impression that he was our generous and loving 
friend, an elderly companion. But we could look upon 
him only as the central support of our life and as our 
sole and ultimate refuge. 

I was in Bahrain till my retirement in 1971 . During 
this period, I used to get into touch with him through 
correspondence. He was very prompt in replying to my 
letters seeking his advice and blessings. The warmth of 
love he expressed through the letters was touching; so 
was his infinite patience with which he encouraged me in 
my sadhana. On every visit to India on leave in those years, 
I used to meet the Swamiji in the ashrama and receive his 
advice and blessings. In the meantime, the Swamiji was 
gracious enough to bless me and my wife with mantra- 
deeksha. It meant that he had accepted both of us as his 
own and that he had assumed the responsibility of 
looking after our spiritual progress and well-being. We 
were overjoyed at the consoling thought that ours was 
the greatest good fortune to get the venerable Swamiji 
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for our guide and guardian. It grieves us very much to 
think that neither the Swamiji nor the saintly, sisterly 
Naanikkutty Teacher who took us to him is now in our 
midst. But nothing will lessen our gratitude and love for 
them as long as we live in this world. 

It was not given to me to spend many days or long 
hours in the holy presence of the Swamiji: Since I was 
neither a seasoned sadhaka nor a well-informed student 
of religion and philosophy, assessing the Swamiji s 
personality was with my heart, not with my head. My first 
impression was that he was a rishi in modern dress, a 
superman shining in the grandeur of his divinity. And 
that is how I feel about him even now. What was 
outstanding in him and obvious to all was his simplicity 
and purity in life, the rarest of all human virtues. Not 
many could think of wanting to develop an 
unsophisticated, unassuming way of life. Swami 
Vishadanandaji Maharaj had never put on the airs of a 
saint or of the head of a great institution. Free from all 
formalities, he was freely accessible to one and all. He 
appeared more than satisfied with the barest necessities 
of life. A bench placed in the open hall of the ashrama 
was all that he could call his own. And he did not seem 
to stand in need of very much more to make his life 
comfortable and dignified as the President of the 
ashrama! He was incapable of entertaining the very 
thought of luxury or of wielding power and authority as 
a religious head or spiritual guru. In that sense, he was 
the model for all renunciants. 

The Swamiji little cared for his own convenience 
and comfort. But he took personal interest in providing 
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all ameneties for the devotees visiting the ashrama. In 
his eyes, the guests of the ashrama were gods whom he 
was ready to worship. It is said that he imbibed this spirit 
of hospitality from his guru , Swami Nirmalanandaji 
Maharaj. He paid the same attention in entertaining the 
rich devotees as in the matter of poor-feeding during 
the annual celebrations. The same food, a sumptuous feast, 
was given to all. The sick and the suffering, the poor and 
the needy found in him their generous benefactor and 
unfailing protector. No one who came to him in distress 
went away from his presence without a cheerful smile on 
his face. He was also a lover of birds and animals whom 
he treated as his companions. For example, the 
unforgettable scene of the Swamiji in a playful mood 
feeding the chirping, twittering partridges and they in 
their turn flying about the Swamiji’s person as on a tree! 
Again, his measureless compassion in providing proper 
food and shelter to a lame, stricken dog that chanced to 
lie at his feet. This was not a hobby or a fashion with him 
but his innate good nature. His heart knew only to love 
and his hand only to help. 

The Swamiji was lenient and forgiving towards the 
others in their leading a regular disciplined life. But he 
was very strict with himself in the matter. Neither old 
age, illness, inclement weather nor his position as the 
President of the ashrama would deter him from 
discharging his duties with promptness and efficiency. 
How many President Swamis would do the daily puja in 
the shrine and conduct meditation classes in the evening 
with the inmates and devotees of the ashrama? Ignoring 
his age and ailments, he would be the main palanquin - 
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bearer of Sri Ramakrishna on His Punya-tithi in the 
colourful three hour morning procession going round 
the village and stopping at every door on the route that 
chose to offer worship to Him. He continued this practice 
till illness incapacitated him. How many in his position 
would be so unsparing and self-effacing in order to do 
their duty and set an example for others? 

I remember an incident which showed that the 
Swamiji did not want to bring any hurt or harm to 
anyone’s sense of dignity by using a word or a phrase 
with an ironic ring in it. At a function held in Sarada 
ashrama, the Swamiji was warming up to the subject of 
Sri Ramakrishna’s divinity. He referred to Bhagavan as 
“that poor, unlettered brahmin” {‘patina pattar ' ) in the 
context of how a mere temple priest came to be 
worshipped throughout the world as God. Seeing me in 
the audience, the Swamiji sofdy said in his sweet voice “I 
wonder whether Gopalakrishna Iyer is hurt.” I was the 
only brahmin ( pattar ’) among the devotees present there 
at that time and so the whole audience burst out laughing 
in which I too joined enjoying the Swamiji’s innocent 
humour. 

The most convincing proof of the Swamiji’s 
divinity was in the power of the mantra which saved me 
from certain death. The mantra given to the disciples must 
have been energised by his enormous spiritual strength, 
so I should think. I was admitted to a Bombay hospital 
for treatment for cirrhosis. At one stage, the doctors 
pronounced my case as hopeless. However, I knew 
nothing about it since I was in a coma. All I knew was 
that I was doing mantra-japa through out. When I woke 
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up from the stage of coma in which I lay for three days, 
the doctors as well as my relations were quite astonished. 
On the third day following, I was discharged from the 
hospital. The doctors told me, “This is your re-birth. It 
was a miracle you survived.” I was quite sure as to what 
made the miracle happen. Behind it was my guru and the 
power of his mantra-divinity. 

I used to listen to the morning news broadcast 
from the A.I.R., Thrissur. It was the heart-rending news 
of the Swamiji’s mahasamadhi that the bulletin carried on 
the 23 rd of January 1985. I reached the ashrama by 10 
am. and offered my last pranams at the holy feet of my 
guru. As I saw his mortal body taken to the funeral pyre 
and the fire slowly enveloping it, I could not control 
myself. I wept aloud knowing that I was left sadly alone, 
orphaned. The letters he had written to me and his ‘divine 
voice’, sacred to me like the Gita, are my companions in 
distress, consoling and inspiring me as did my divine guru 
when he was alive. 

His holy feet are my refuge. 


DAYS WITH SWAMIJI 

SURESH SHENOY 
Chertaia 


I had no belief in God or spirituality in my 
younger days. It was Prakash, a college-mate of mine, 
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who urged me to visit Sri Ramakrishna Ashrama, 
Ottapalam and meet its President, Swami Vishadanandaji 
Maharaj . With a wavering mind, I set out to give the idea 
an honest trial. It was on 26 th February 1977 that I met 
the Swami for the first time. He was seated on a wooden 
bench placed in the hall in front of the shrine. That day, 
he spoke mostly of Prakash and Palaniappan, my college- 
mates, who had made unsuccessful attempts to lead a 
monastic life in the ashrama. That casual first meeting 
turned out to grow into a lasting relationship between 
the guru and the sishya\ 

What charmed me was the Swami ’s simple, 
unassuming nature. Within minutes, I could feel his soft, 
loving heart, his indrawn devotional mood entirely tuned 
to Sri Ramakrishna about whom he was singing songs in 
transparent joy. But at the same time, he was not a weak, 
sentimental Swami, for his advice to me was to be bold, 
active, and rational. It was difficult not to feel enchanted 
by him. There after my visits to the holy place and the 
holy man became fairly frequent. On 21 st March, that is, 
within a month of my first meeting, I was privileged to 
receive the “ Wamakrishna-mahamantrani 1 from the Swami. 
He was gracious enough to accept an unworthy one like 
me as his disciple! 

During the study holidays before the annual 
examinations, I used to make my stay in the Ashrama 
extended whereby I could sit at the Swami’s feet and 
have sat-sang with him every day for hours. It was his 
regular, daily meditation classes which were most 
beneficial to the ones like me. From his advice I could 
learn that true religion was opposed not to science and 
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reason but to fanaticism and bigotry. Religion was not 
preaching or temple - going but practising and realising 
the principles taught by the Upanishadic Seers. One day, 
during the conversation he said, “ The land of seers has 
now become the home of the most degraded. The reason 
is that our people preach lofty principles but seldom 
practise them. The West, branded as materialists, ate 
sincere practitioners of religion, better followers of our 
religion.” 

After my studies, I had to be away from home 
and my guru. Then it was his letters that gave me hope 
and strength. There were times when I had the feeling 
that even God had forsaken me. But my guru was all 
love for me, like the loving father towards his unworthy 
son. He assured me that Sri Ramakrishna would look 
after His children in everyway. My guru’s blessings saved 
me from all sorts of doubts and fears and skepticism. I 
began to see the light of faith and hope once again. 

Itwas on 15 th January 1985, when my guru was lying 
critically ill at the Government Hospital, Ottapalam that 
I had met him for the last time. He called me to his side 
and made loving enquiries about me and my small-time 
business. Even in that enfeebled condition, he was 
chanting, “Oml Ramakrishna! Bhagavatt! Oml’’ . . .He shook 
off his mortal coil and left for the world of the Blessed 
and the Beatific, the land of Bliss and ‘the Peace that 
passeth all understanding’. His assurance made double 
sure that his “dear disciples” would reach the goal if 
only they followed his instructions consoles me. Also 
his loving words that his relationship with “my people” 
would not end with this life. 

My prayers.and salutations at the holy feet of my 

guru. 
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OUR FAMILY GURU 

Mrs. Kunhilakshmy Amma 
Kailiyad 


It was unheard of and unbelievable - swamis 
doing cholera epidemic relief work! But that was what I 
had seen for days as I looked out across the open paddy 
fields that lay stretched in front of my house. A middle 
aged swami with two others was visiting the houses in 
the area and distributing medicine and rice to the victims 
of cholera. It was fearless, self-effacing service which 
saved scores of lives from disease and death. Naturally, 
I felt drawn towards the swami and his brother monks 
about whom I knew just nothing at that time. 

Months later, I came to know from my good friend 
and neighbour, Sri Gopa Nair, that the leader of the group 
of Swamis was Swami Vishadanandaji, President of the 
Sri Ramakrishna Ashrama, Ottapalam. He told me that 
the relief work was done in the spirit of worship to the 
God-in-man. He gave me a detailed account of the 
ashrama progressing under the sage-like President- 
Swami. Soon afterwards, Gopa Nair took me to the holy 
presence of the Swamiji in the ashrama. He received me 
with such kindness and cordiality that I was emboldened 
to pray to him for mantra-deeksha. He graciously granted 
my prayer and on my next visit to the ashrama he blessed 
me with the sacred mantram and accepted me as his 
disciple. 
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Thereafter, my visits to the ashrama to have sat- 
sang with my guru became frequent. In due course, my 
elder daughter also was fortunate to become his disciple. 
Thus my whole family became deeply attached to him 
and we used to participate in all the annual celebrations 
of the ashrama in full strength. My younger daughter 
had not yet become his disciple. But seeing the Swamiji 
in a mood of divine intoxication, her mind was filled with 
devotion to God. He used to tell me that all of us were 
his own. As if to prove it, he narrated to us how he had 
become a sanyasin, his spiritual training under his guru , 
Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj, his penance and 
pilgrimage and so on and on. Indeed, the guru-sishya 
relationship between the Swamiji and my entire family 
was intimate and lasting. 

My younger daughter’s wonderful experiences are 
an emphatic endorsement of this belief of ours. In her 
own words, ‘ my husband was an army officer often 
transferred to different stations. So I could not meet the 
Swamiji and become his disciple. Yet, I had chosen him 
as my guru. While I was in Bangalore, I saw in a dream 
the passing away of the Swamiji which my mother 
confirmed as having happened the same day. I felt deeply 
grieved at the prospect of my having no guru in my life. 
In order to console me, my sister gave me the mantram 
she had got from the Swamiji. For days, I did japa 
chanting it when one day he appeared to me in a dream 
and said “continue doing japa with that mantram which is 
the same that I give to all my disciples”. From that day 
onwards, I never felt that I was without a guru ; nor did I 
want to have another one in my life”. 
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“Another incident to show that the Swamiji is our 
protector and saviour, even in a non-religio-spiritual 
sense. During one Kashmiri winter, my husband and I 
were going to Udhampur along the hilly road made 
slippery owing to sleeting. Suddenly, our jeep skid, 
smashed a protective wall, turned a clear 180 degree 
round-about and began to slip downward at an increasing 
speed. Then it came to a stop of its own accord a foot 
or so short of the gorge hundreds of feet below. Those 
inside the jeep and those others watching the impending 
crash with bated breath could hardly believe our 
miraculous preservation. However, I was throughout 
calm, for I clearly saw the Swamiji blocking the jeep with 
his half-cupped hands till it stood safely on the road! 
While the others were thanking God, I was thanking the 
God I had seen then in the form of the Swamiji, the 
beloved guru of our family!” 

Once my guru consoled me with these re-assuring 
words, “ Have no fear on the count that your sadhana 
leaves much to be desired. At the time of death, God 
will appear before you in the form of your guru and take 
you to Sri Ramakrishna. Many people visit the ashrama 
and meet me. But my disciples, some fifty or more, of 
whom you are one, will be taken to His abode. Believe 
me you will reach Him.” These words give me hope and 
strength even in his physical absence. His kindness and 
love are the eternal springs of hope and strength that 
sustain our family as well. In the Tulasi flower-bed that 
we have prepared in the courtyard of our newly-built 
house, we have placed the urn containing the ashes of 
our guru. We look upon it as his samadhi where we light 
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the lamp and worship him with flowers every day. We 
enshrine him in our hearts as our family guru, our saviour 
and our ultimate refuge. 


Glory to our great Guru. 
]ai Sad GuruMaharaj. 


REMEMBERING THE SWAMIJI 


Indira Mitra 
Dhanbad 


It was because I was a disciple of Swami 
Nirmalanandaji Maharaj that I had the previlege of 
knowing Swami Yishadanandaji since 1934. On behalf 
of my gurudev, it was the Swami who used to send replies 
to me on several occasions. I met him in 1 941 when he 
visited Chapra to collect materials for publishing the 
biography of Swami Nirmalanandaji Maharaj. He never 
forgot me even when he was busy with the manifold 
affairs of the ashrama. In fact, he always remembered 
to write letters giving me advice on spiritual matters. 

I met the Swami again in the last week of 
December 1976 during the annual celebrations in the 
ashrama at Ottapalam. Attending his meditation classes 
was a unique experience. The words, “ Anandam, 
AnandanT uttered in his sweet, melodious voice, seem 
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to ring in my ears even now. He used to enter into deep 
self-absorption often while teaching us the technique of 
meditation. The Swami was an ideal host and I used to 
feel quite at home staying in the ashrama. Visiting the 
Swami and the ashrama was to me like a happy home- 
coming and meeting my father after a long absence. 

The Swami was so modest and self-effacing that 
he did not allow me to take his photograph or to tape 
record his lectures. However, he gave a copy of an earlier 
photograph to my daughter on her pressing request to 
him. He insisted on our following his advice on spiritual 
matters. Both my son and daughter were fortunate to 
receive mantra-deeksha from the Swami. The numerous 
letters he had written to me are full of spiritual hope and 
solace. 

I offer my grateful salutation at his feet. 


UNIQUE EXPERIENCES 

Amith Shankar Mitra 
Dhanbad 


It was on 25 ,h December 1976, that I first met 
Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj at the Ottapalam 
Ashrama. The few days that I had the good fortune to 
spend with him were days of unforgettable, unique 
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experiences. I had just finished reading a book written 
by a disciple of Swami Brahmanandaji Maharaj in which 
the author had described the many spiritual moods with 
reference to Sri Ramakrishna and Swami Brahmanandaji. 
I was happily surprised to find a striking similarity 
between the spiritual moods of the Swami and those 
described in the book. It seemed to me that he was living 
in a different world of ecstacy which was indeed soul - 
enchanting. 

My second meeting with the Swami was in 1 980. 
This time I planned to ask him several questions in the 
hope that his answers would solve the many vexing 
problems that beset my mind. For example, does my 
non- vegetarian food habit go well with my daily pooja? 
It was strange that in the course of his conversation with 
me, most of the questions I wanted to ask were answered 
unasked and my doubts removed. He was analysing the 
problem in sadhana with incredible ease and naturalness. 
And the solutions he suggested were practical and 
convincing, in most cases supported and strengthened 
by classic illustrations from The Gospel of Sri Tamakrishna. 
To a very great extent, they were relevant to my sadhana 
and my spiritual future as well. 

It was in 1984, that I met him for the last time. 
He has given me everything that a guru can give to his 
disciple-a meaningful goal in life and patient, loving 
guidance to reach it. Attending his meditation classes in 
which I was privileged to sit near him in his state of divine 
absorption was indeed a unique experience, the most 
memorable in my life. I offer my grateful pranams at the 
feet of my guru. 

(So) 


A short life of Swami Vishadananda~f - 


GURU’S GRACE : AN INCIDENT 

Maithreyi Choudhuri 
Dhanbad 


My friend, Patralekha, and myself could send our 
scripts for the scientific paper presentation at the Indian 
Science Congress held in Mysore in 1982 only very much 
after the last date. But to our surprise, we received the 
acceptance letter at the eleventh hour. Our papers were 
well received by the scientific community that attended 
the Congress and so we were jubilant but we came to 
know that the confirmed reservation for our return 
journey was 7 days later. So, we decided to have darshan 
of my guru Swami Vishadanandaji Maharaj and have sat- 
r«»gwith him. His ashrama was at Ottapalam in Kerala, 
a night’s journey from Bangalore by train. 

Failing to get travel reservation on the train, we 
travelled by bus to Coimbatore where we reached by 
dusk. Since we could not spend the night at Coimbatore 
for several reasons, we boarded another bus bound for 
Ottapalam, our destination. Our main problem was the 
language barrier. But somehow, we managed to make 
the bus conductor understand that we wanted to reach 
Ottapalam. After hours of journey, the bus came to a 
halt and we took it as the terminal stoppage. So, we got 
down but regretted it a minute later. 

( 16 ?) 


It was not Ottapalam, our destination, but a place 
that showed no signs of any human habitation. There 
we were, two girls standing “amid alien corn” on a new 
moon night! We were at a total loss and on the verge of 
tears when, all on a sudden,a formidable looking man 
on a bicycle appeared before us from nowhere and began 
to speak to us in his broken, funny Hindi. He was trying 
to tell us that he would take us safely to the ashrama. In 
that situation, we had no other choice except to agree to 
it. He took our baggage on his bicycle and began walking 
towards the Ashrama. The two of us, helpless girls, 
followed him as in a dream, enchanted. 

It was around midnight when we reached the 
ashrama gates. All the inmates there were apparently 
waiting for someone. Seeing us, they joyously welcomed 
us and took us to the Swamiji who blessed us with a 
heavenly smile. Seeing a doctor at his bed - side 
enquired whether he was not well. My guru just smiled 
again but asked us to take rest. We went into deep sleep 
the moment we touched bed. 

Next morning, when we finished explaining to the 
ashramites what had happened to us, one of them began 
to narrate the strange thing that had taken place m the 
ashrama the previous night. Soon after evening aarath, 
Swami Vishadanandaji began to show signs of 
restlessness which went on increasing with the passage 
of time. Alarmed at this, the ashramites called in a 
doctor who however, could not find anything wrong 
with the patient. The Swamiji was asking the ashramites 
to go and find out, “ the devotees in deep trouble . 
Some of them went to the nearby railway station and 
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some others to the bus stand, while a few waited at the 
main gate of the ashrama. They were as much relieved 
and surprised seeing us taken to the ashrama gate by our 
kind guide - a notorious criminal! 

Now, how did our guide come to know that we 
were going to the ashrama? It did not occur to us to ask 
him, nor did he care to explain it to us. He assured us 
that he would take us safely to the ashrama. And he was 
as good as his word. He could have committed any crime 
on us that night and got away with it. But he just faded 
away without caring to ask for any payment or even a 
word of thanks from us! If the ashramites had described 
him as their man-servant sent to fetch us that night, we 
would have had no difficulty in believing it. Above all, 
how did the Swamiji come to know of our bus journey? 

A major miracle, if you like, an incident beyond 
all explanations. The explanation that one can think of is 
the strong bond of relationship between the guru and the 
sishya. I firmly believe that it was an instance of the grace 
of my compassionate guru always interested in protecting 
his disciples at every turn and in thoroughly unexpected 
and mysterious ways. 

All glory to my guru and his infinite grace. 
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GURU’S GRACE 

H.S. Vasantha 
Bangalore 


I knew I had a vague, vapoury, spiritual urge lying 
hidden somewhere within me. I knew also that it required 
more than a reading of The Life of Sri Tatnakrishna and 
listening to monthly lectures on His teachings to wake 
up from slumber. What I needed was help and guidance 
from a living, life-giving guru. Such a guru was Swami 
Vishadanandaji Maharaj, a disciple of Swami 
Nirmalanandaji Maharaj and the President of the Sri 
Ramakrishna Ashrama, Ottapalam. 

But I had not met him as yet, only heard about 
him from my friend, Indira. In any case, we left for 
Ottapalam on the 24 th of December, 1975 and reached 
the Sarada Ashrama by nightfall. There in the verandah 
of the ashrama, I saw the Swami in amiable conversation 
with a few sanyasinis gathered around him like the herd 
of the family chatting with his dear children. It was 
unbelievable that such a simple, loving person was the 
head of an ashrama complex. He was indeed very 
different. He neither suffered from a simulated sense of 
dignity nor allowed any formality to stand in the way of 
natural affection. 


The moment the Swami saw us, he asked us to 
freshen up and have something to eat. He was like a 
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mother speaking to her children who have returned home 
after a long journey. After dinner, when I got an 
opportunity to speak to him, I made bold to request him 
for mantropadesa. Of course, I was a total stranger to 
him; yet, he was gracious enough to give me mantropadesa 
the very next day, on the auspicious, punya-tithi of the Holy 
Mother! It was beyond my wildest dream to get the grace 
of the guru so soon and so easily. The spiritual attainment 
of my guru was so lofty that the thought of the disciple’s 
sin falling on the head of the guru never seemed to bother 
him even for a moment. 

Receiving the mantra from my guru was an out of 
the world experience of pure bliss for me. It lasted for 
the whole day, the sound of “ Om ” and the mantra ringing 
in my ears. I was swimming in a river of spirituality, mad 
with joy. It was unbelievable that the guru’s grace could 
bring about such a change in the attitude and experience 
of the disciple, unworthy as I was. But it was true, for to 
doubt or deny what I felt throughout the day was to deny 
myself. 

In the evening, I went to the Ramakrishna ashrama 
to participate in the meditation session. It began with 
the Swami chanting the sacred syllable “Om” followed 
by some hints about meditation, japa, installing the ishta- 
deva in the heart, etc., in a simple language — in English, 
for my sake. The chanting of “Om” again marked the 
end of the evening meditation. The session might have 
lasted for an hour or so, but I found myself lifted out of 
myself, hardly aware of the time-space concept. Joy, 
peace and self-absorption came to me with effortless ease 
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and this was my experience during the meditation hour 
on all the days of my short stay in the ashrama. It was so 
ennobling that not even a thought about my home and 
relations occurred to distract me in the least. 

My guru kept encouraging me with the assurance, 
“You need only to meditate as much as you can. The 
rest is my responsibility.” He wanted me to give up all 
ties and join the Ashrama. But I fear such a blessing is 
not for all. However, I could sit at my guru’s feet many 
times to receive his bountiful grace and blessings. In fact, 
I am the living example of how even an ordinary soul 
can get the overflowing grace of a compassionate guru 
by which a lisdess life gains a definite direction and a 
sure goal. After my guru’s mahasamadhi, I was on the verge 
of despair. But his words that he would be with me at all 
times used to lift my drooping spirits and make me feel 
that my living, life-giving guru is even now by my side as 
my mother, father and guardian. The ashrama which he 
made holy with his life of penance will ever remain a 
place of pilgrimage for me. 
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MEMOIRS OF MY GURU 
M.V.Mohan, Chennai 


I am five score and three years of age and my 
wife is 48 years old. However much old or young we 
consider ourselves to be, we know for sure that we shall 
always be the children of Thakur, Sri Ramakrishna..The 
ways in which Thakur draws His children to His fold are 
strange indeed.In so many myriad ways He proves to His 
devotees that they should never imagine that they have 
chosen Him as their God, but it is He Himself, who has 
chosen them as His Children and has come to them.. 

I was once told by my wife about a story called 
‘The Footprints’, where God tells a true devotee that He 
will never forget him in his time of need. So too, the 
children of Thakur, who have faith in Him, will find that 
He will never forsake them, even for a second, in the 
journey of their life.In the year 1984, I was working at 
Bombay, prosecuting my profession as a Bank Manager. 

Swami Dheerananda, the present President of the 
Sri Ramakrishna Niranjana Ashrama at Ottapalam was 
also then at Bombay during his pre-monastic days. We 
knew each other and the common binding denominator 
in our acquaintance was Thakur. He used to take us to 

(m> 


^ 1 He lived in Sri Ramakrishna | — 

the Ramakrishna Math at Khar, Bombay and we used to 
talk for hours, sometimes right through the night, about 
Gurnmaharaj \ Holy Mother and Swamiji and their lives 
of incomparable compassion and love. Even talking 
about Thakur used to lend a strange kind of sweetness 
in us. Contemplation on Him, His immense love. His 
fathomless compassion and His simplicity etc., used to 
take us to the state of that restless peacock, about which 
‘M’ mentions in the Gospel, which having consumed 
the opium once, feels like going again and again to get 
another taste of it. 

One day, Swamy Dheerananda persuaded us to 
write a letter to Swami Vishadananda of the Ottapalam 
Ashrama, requesting him for Manthra Deeksha^fJe wrote 
the letter with due reverence and prayer and promptly 
received a positive reply, beckoning us to Ottapalam on 
an auspicious day, to take the Mantra Deeksha (initia- 
tion) from him.We were literally like the babes in the 
woods then. The only dictionary meaning of the word 
‘initiate’, known to us then was —‘to start’ or ‘to 
commence’.How were we to know that the day was to 
be the fresh start or the commencement of a new life 
for us, as it were? 

A new life to marvel at, a new experience where 
we constantly felt His strong shoulders by our side to 
cry upon, His friendly hands to hold on to, and a 
mysterious presence to indicate that we were never alone 
and hence need have no fear ever. We never really needed 
to know any other meaning for the word “initiation”. 
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When we reached Ottapalam, we were ignorant 
about the process of initiation, the rights and wrongs, 
the dos and don’ts, or even it’s implications. Our igno- 
rance must have reflected on our faces, and the sisters 
of the Sarada Ashrama treated us with extra 
understanding.Swamy Vishadananda was quite of ad- 
vanced age by then. That day while he was resting, the 
power suddenly went off and I got the opportunity to 
fan my Guru for a short while, with the hand-fan. 

It was an opportunity and education for me.Since 
then I fully learnt the immense value of Sadhu seva, 
which helps the spiritual Sadhana of a devotee.Instances 
of heights of devotion like Swami Ramakrishnananda 
holding an umbrella over the picture of Gurumaharaj 
to prevent rain water from falling on the picture from 
the leaking roof, or his getting up in the middle of the 
night and hand-fanning the picture of Thakur on a sultry 
summer night at Madras, etc., have, since then made 
me realize what true devotion means. 

Our initiation on the 25 th of May, 1984 was a very 
solemn function. First Swami Vishadananda initiated 
me and later my wife was initiated. He told me to repeat 
the Mantra always during all my wakeful hours and he 
assured that the benefits of the Mantra would be im- 
measurable. He also told me how the Mantra was most 
sacred and quite personal.Every step of my life, since 
then has been a vindication of the promise given by Sri 
Krishna to Arjuna in the sloka of The Bhagavad Gita 
where he says: 
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“Ananyaschintayantomam 
ye jana paryupasathe - 
tesham nithyabhiyukthanam 
yogakshemam vahamyaham” 

which means, - “Oh, Arjuna, those who constantly think 
of me and of me alone, at the exclusion of all other 
thoughts, be sure that I shall take care of all their worldly 
needs!”. My wife had some doubts as to whether she 
could repeat the Mantra even on the three special days 
in the month when ladies have to be physically pure, 
and our Gum, as though gleaming the thoughts from 
her mind, told her that the Mantra was so sacred that 
any time and at any place it can be repeated.My wife 
who was initially quite apprehensive, was greatly relieved 
after her initiation, as she found that the process was 
not at all a catastrophy as she had earlier feared.Little 
did she know at that time that initiation was the promise 
made by God to the devotee, through the Guru, to share 
the burden of her worldly responsibilities and duties, 
provided she faithfully follows the spiritual instructions 
of her Guru. Today we cannot tell how humble and 
undeserving we feel for all the blessings which our Guru 
has showered upon us and our family, these past years. 

Swami Vishadananda attained Mahasamadhi a few 
months after giving us the initiation and by then Swami 
Dheerananda also had joined and taken up the reigns 
of administration of the Ottapalam Ashrama. During 
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days, our visits to the Ottapalam Ashrama, were always 
events we eagerly looked forward to, as we could savour 
the unalloyed love and selfless moments of service ren- 
dered by the sisters of the Sarada Ashrama. The pictur- 
esque location of the main shrine at Ottapalam facing 
the Bharathappu^ha , lends a special charm to the Ashrama, 
emphasizing how nature acts as an indivisible factor in 
the spiritual equation between man and God. 

Later my professional career forced me to spend 
three years at Calcutta and our visits to Belur Math and 
Dakshineswar were quite frequent. Any visitor coming 
to our house from Madras would find that they had to 
visit Belur with us. In Tamil there is a saying which 
means, “May the blessing which had been showered upon 
me, be equally beneficial to the world at large!”. As such 
the who frequented our house were also not spared by 
Thakur and He continued to charm and bless everyone 
equally-an ever munificent Kalpatharu! 

Before leaving for Calcutta, once again we visited 
the Ottapalam Ashrama in October 1984, when our Guru 
was in better health. But that was the last time we had 
met him. There has not been a sigle day in our life since 
then, when we have not felt our Guru’s presence in our 
midst. Very often we have felt that our days after the ini- 
tiation have been like joining a flowing stream and that 
our duty is merely to drift along with the current, with- 
out complaining or nurturing pet desires, but secure in 
that sure knowledge that our Guru is taking care of our 
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every need, every want and even every drifting fancy. In 
this journey of life, of course, we did have, at times our 
own quota of doubts too, but there has never been any 
moment when we have felt forsaken by our Guru, or when 
we did not get an answer to our doubts and questions. 

Once, long back, Swami Dheerananda had asked 
me what my experience has been, after taking the 
initiation, and I had replied- “Swamiji, after joining the 
Sri Ramakrishna stream, I have found that every smallest 
desire of mine is getting fulfilled, to such an extent that 
sometimes I feel so scared even to desire for something.” 
Those who have experienced and tasted the infinite mercy 
of the Guru, will not have any doubts about the 
experience of Brother Lawrence which he describes in 
his book “Practice of the Presence of God”, where he finds 
God always present with him as a friend, a guide and an 
invisible partner in whatever he did.Later while reading 
the Gospel and the Great Master, I found that Sri 
Ramakrishna himself has vouched that God performs 
small miracles in the life of every devotee, inorder to 
strengthen his faith. 

A small placard in our house proclaims the words 
of Sri Ramakrishna, where he says, “If you have faith 
you have everything. If you lack faith, you lack 
everything”. I am reminded of an anecdote about a Sufi 
saint who set out on a long journey with his disciple. They 
planned to beg for food on the way and sleep in the night, 
wherever they found shelter. Every morning the holy 
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man would kneel down and pray to the Almighty, looking 
up at the sky, saying- “Oh, Allah, the merciful, thank you 
for everything that you have given to us.” On the first 
day of the journey the holy man and the disciple were 
turned out from all the houses where they sought food, 
because people thought they were anti religious men. 
They did not get any shelter too and had to sleep on the 
desert and in the night under the open sky. The second 
day morning also when the holy man kneeled down to 
pray, one of the disciples asked him, “Sir, why do you 
thank the Lord when He has not given you anything? We 
neither got food, nor shelter. So why do you waste your 
words and pray that you are thankful?”. The Sufi saint 
replied, “My son, you cannot be more wrong. The Lord 
may not have given us what we wanted. But He has given 
us what we needed. In the night we were sleeping on the 
desert sand, under the open sky. He gave us good sleep. 
Some animals could attack us, but He protected us. 
Probably we needed to fast for a day yesterday. So He 
gave us the power of endurance to withstand even our 
hunger. So my son, always be thankful to the Lord for all 
the things that He keeps on giving you. He knows what 
you need. The one who can hear even the sound of the 
footsteps of an ant, would he not know, what you need?”. 

My wife and I may still have our moments of 
anxieties.Our worries and concerns may also be in no 
way less than what any other average person may feel. 
But we both do feel much stronger because of our faith. 
Our faith has taught us the invaluable lesson that God 
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may not always give us what we ask for, but He always 
gives us what we need.Our conviction is deep that every 
moment of our life is filled with the blessings of our 
Guru. 

Whatever be the reason that destiny brought us 
to Ottapalam, we feel, as Shakespeare says, that “there 
is a divinity which shapes our ends, rough hue them how 
we will”. Whenever we hear about people talking about 
Thulsi Maharaj, an overwhelming thought dwells up in 
our mind that we as the householder devotees of Thakur 
and the devotees in the lineage of Thulasi Maharaj, should 
live our life in such a blemishless way that we would make 
everyone in our Guru-parampara, right upto Thakur, feel 
quite proud of us in the final reckoning. 

After all, the Mantra which was given to us by 
our Guru was the same which was being given by 
Gurumaharej Himself, and thus carries the sanctified 
blessings of our dear Thakur. 


•SiSv 


Swami Vishadananda (1 905-1985) 


Swami Vishadananda was one of the foremost monastic 
disciples of Swami Nirmaianandaji Maharaj. President of 
the Sri Ramakrishna Niranjan Ashrama, Ottapalam, from 
1944 to 1985, he was the secretary of the Swami 
Nirmalananda Temple Committee and the publisher of 
Swami Nirmalananda : His Life and Teachings' as well as 
the religious monthly 'Tulasee Sugandham' of which he 
was also the Founder and the Chief Editor. A senior 
member of the 'Nirmalananda Mandalam', the Swami , 
was the founder of the Sri Sarada Ashrama, Ottapalam for 
the sanyasinis of the order of Holy Mother, Sri Sarada Devi, 
the first of its kind in modern times. Author of several 
books in English and Malayalam, the Swami has 
composed a number of songs and hymns in glorification of 
Sri Ramakrishna. Simple to the point of being austere, 
Swami Vishadananda was wholly dedicated to Sri 
Ramakrishna. He was the spiritual guide of a large 
number of seekers and had blessed many with mantra- 
deeksha as well a s sqnyasa-deeksha His was a God- 
centred life, a life of ^philanthropic efficiency, with 


